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INTRODUCTION. 

Early in the eighteenth century a certain John 
O'Neil got into debt and difficulties, these latter 
apparently political to some extent ; and escaped 
both by marrying a woman named Ellen Blake, 
who kept a shebeen at Rathmines, Dublin, and 
taking her name. He had a son James by a 
previous wife or mistress, and this son took also 
the name of Blake, and in due course married, 
settled in London as a hosier, and became the 
father of five children, one of whom was the 

/ subject of this memoir. John O'Neil had also 

a son by his wife Ellen ; and this son, settling 

in Malaga, in Spain, entered the wine trade, and 

became the founder of a family who proudly 

, remember the tradition of their relationship to 

' the mystic and seer. James Blake was living 

over his shop at 28, Broad Street, Golden 
Square, when, in the year 1757, his son William 

. Blake was bom. He had already a son John, 

'c, ' the best beloved of £Either and mother, who 

grew up to be the black sheep of the family, and 

) he b^ot afterwards James, who was to pester 

' ' William with what Tatham calls 'bread and 
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cheese advice,' and Robert, whom William 
came to love like his own soul, and a daughter, 
of whom we hear little, and among that little not 
even her name. This family grew up among 
ideas less conventional than might be looked for 
in the house of a small shopkeeper. S wedenbor- 
gianism was then creeping into England, and 
the hosier's shop was one of the places where it 
had found shelter. The prophecies and visions 
of the new illumination were doubtless a very 
common subject of talk about the tea-table at 
night, and must have found ready welcome from 
William Blake. One prophecy certainly did sink 
into his mind. Swedenborg had said that the 
old world ended, and the new began, in the year 
^in» From that day forward the old theologies 
were rolled up like a scroll, nnd the new Jeru- 
salem come upon the earth. How often 
this prophecy concerning the year of his birth 
may have rung in the ears of William Blake 
we know not; but certainly it could hardly 
have done other than ring there, when his 
strange gift began to develop and fill the dark- 
ness with shadowy faces and the green meadows 
with phantom footsteps. He must often have 
thought that so strange a faculty may well 
have come not wholly unannounced, that it 
was the first glimmer of the great new illumina- 
tion. In later life he called the seeing of 
visions being in Eden; and in his system 
Eden came again when the old theology 
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INTRODUCTION. xxxi 

remembrance in the region of my imagination. 
I hear his advice, and even now write from his 
dictates. Forgive me for expressing to you my 
enthusiasm, which I wish all to partake of, 
since it is to me a source of immortal joy, even 
in this world. May you continue to be so more 
and more, and be more and more persuaded, 
that every mortal loss is an immortal gain. 
The ruins of time build mansions in eternity.' 

He set to work at once to carry out the 
directions of the spirit. He had now a number 
of lyrics by him, and began at once printing 
*Th3 Songs of Innocence.' ' He drew the 
poems upon metal with a varnish chiefly com- 
posed of pitch and turpentine. The plate was 
then placed in a bath of acid, and all the parts 
not covered by the varnish deeply bitten, until 
writing and drawing stood up in high relief, 
ready for ink and roller. He then printed off 
the sheets in a press for which he paid, Mr. 
Linnell's diary tells us, forty pounds, and after- 
wards coloured, and in some cases gilded them 
by hand. All the clean l^ble text of song 
and prophecy was written backward upon the 
copper with marvellous accuracy and patience. 

In 1789 appeared first 'Th.e Songs of 
Innocence,' and then 'The Book of Thel,' 
illuminated missals of song in which every page 
is a window open in Heaven, but open not as 
in the days of Noah for the outpouring of the 
flood *of time and space,' but that we may 
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look into *the golden age,' and 'the imagination 
that liveth for ever/ and talk with those who 
dwell there by 'Poetry, Painting, and Music, 
the three powers in man of conversing witli 
Paradise which the flood did not sweep away.' 
Alas, the poems when printed in plain black 
and white, wonderful though they be, and full 
of exultant peace and joyous simplicity, give 
but a faint shadow of themselves as they are in 
Blake's own books, where interwoven designs 
companion them, and gold and yellow tints 
diffuse themselves over the page like summer 
clouds. The poems themselves are the morn- 
ing song of his genius. The thought of the 
( world*s sorrow, and that indignation which he 
:has called 'the voice of God,' soon began to 
make hoarse the sweetness, if also to deepen the 
music of his song. The third book that came 
. from his press, ' The Marriage of Heaven and 
Hell,' dated 1790, has the fierce note which never 
after wholly died out of his work. It was 
followed in 1793 by ' The Visions of the 
Daughters of Albion,' ' America,' ' Europe,' 
' Gates of Paradise,' and ' The Book of Urizen ' ; 
in 1794 by 'The Songs of Ei^perience ' ; in 
1795 by 'The Song of Los,' 'Ahania,' 
and in i^ by 'Jerusalem' and 'Milton.' 
He wrote also a very long poem called 
'Vala' somewhere between 1797 and 1804, 
or 1805, but did not publish it, probably because 
he shrank from the labour and expense. It is 
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passed away. The profound sanity of his in- 
spiration is proved by his never having, no 
matter how great the contrast between himself 
and the blind men and women about him, pro- 
nounced himself to be chosen and set apart alone 
among men. Wiser than Swedenborg, he saw 
that he had but what all men might have if they 
would, and that God spoke through him but as 
He had spoken through the great men of all ages 
and countries. The first vision we have record 
of looks strange enough through the clouded 
glass of Crab Robinson's diary. ' God put his 
forehead to the window'; and Blake, being 
but four years old, set up a scream. Another 
authority tells how he strayed later on into 
the fields at Peckham Rye, and passed a tree 
full of angels, their bright wings shining 
among the boughs. There is record, too, of 
his finding Ezekiel sitting one summer day in 
the open- fields, and of his being beaten by 
his mother for bringing home so unlikely a 
story. 

His preparation for his great calling went on 
all the more smoothly in that he was never 
sent to school. He began early to prove his 
aphorism, 'The tigers of wrath are wiser than 
the horses of instruction,' and to govern his life 
by thought and impulse alone. His father 
noticing how ill he brooked any kind of autho- 
rity, and to what great anger he was moved by 
a blow, resolved to spare him the contest that 



•■ 



) 



I f 



:l 



•i 



WILUAM BLAKE. 



must needs have arisen betw e en his passionate 
mood and the nanow pedagogy of the time. 
He le.t him to steer his coarse miaided, and the 
boy made excdlent use of this freedom, reading 
an that came to hand, poring over Swedenboig, 
and even, it has been surmised, dipping into 
profound Boehme, then coming out in trans- 
lation under the editorship of William Law. 
Paracelsus, a hero of Blake's later days, has 
written that ' he who would know the book of 
Nature must walk with his feet upon its leaves.' 
Blake began eariy to fulfil the saying, and to 
bridge over the gaps in his reading with medi- 
tations in .the country lanes, and to store his 
memory with the country sights and sounds that 
shine and murmur through all his verse. The 
sulphurous tide of London brick and stone 
had not then submerged all pleasant walks and 
kindly solitudes ; for a little to the north of 
Golden Square, and almost abutting upon Oxford 
Street, were 'the fields of cows by Wellings' 
Farm ' ; and away westward, at Bayswater, 
were willow-bordered brooks, where perhaps a 
« stray kingfisher might still be found ; and but 
little to the south, spread far and wide the green 
lanes and shadowy boscage of Surrey. He 
had ever close at hand the two things most 
needed for noble meditation— multitude and 
' solitude. 

His father, seeing the imaginative bent of his 
nund, resolved to make a painter of him ; but 
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the boy, hearing how great a premium must be 
paid for his apprenticeship, said it would be 
unfair to his brothers and sister, and asked 
to be set to engraving instead. Accordingly, 
after three or four years' study at the drawing- 
school of a certain Parr, whose house stood 
where now King William Street joins the Strand, 
we find him working with an engraver called 
Basire. Basire was an excellent engraver, 
but belonged to a school then giving way 
before more graceful if less austere methods. 
His influence never forsook Blake, who always 
preserved an enthusiastic remembrance of him 
and his methods. He was not the master 
first selected. Blake had been brought to 
the studio of one Rylands, then at the summit of 
popularity, but had said, 'Father, I do not like 
the man*s .look ; he looks as if he would live 
to be hanged' — a prophecy that was fulfilled 
twelve years later, when Rylands- was hanged 
for foxgery. 

Blake woriced two years at Basire's house, 
31, Great Queen Street (now a carriage-builder's) 
and just opposite the Freemason's Tavern. 
Then some trouble arose am6ng the appren- 
tices, and Basire thought best to send him from 
amongst them. One authority, Malkin, says 
he did 80 because Blake ' declined to take part 
with his master against his fellow-apprentices,' 
and that Basire declared him to be * too simple 
and they too cunning' ; while another authority, 
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Tatham, who probably had his information from 
Mrs. Blake, sets it down to * matters of intel- 
lectual argument' between Blake and his 
fellows, which sounds likely enough, and rejoices 
greatly in the change, for, 'had things gone 
otherwise, he might never have been more 
than a mere engraver.' Both causes may have 
weighed with Basire, and certainly it is well for 
Blake that the change came, though we may 
doubt if his insurgent will and obstinate heart 
would ever, despite Tatham, have let him rest 
content to be a mere inscriber on steel or copper 
of other men's imaginings, whether * things had 
gone otherwise' or na He was packed off to 
Westminster Abbey to draw the monuments, 
pillars, and the like, and was kept there five 
years. At first he was greatly annoyed by 
the Westminster students, who had then the 
right to stray about the Abbey as they would. 
The man or boy of genius is very generally 
hated or scorned by the average man or boy 
until the d^y come for him to charm them 
into unwilling homage. Until that day he 
has often to cry with Blake, 'Why was I not 
bom with a different face ? ' for his abstracted 
ways and his strange interests arouse that 
hatred of the uncommon which lies deep in 
the common heart It is said that if you 
tie a piece of red cloth to a gull's leg its 
fellow-gulls will peck it to death. Shelley, tor- 
mented by the guU-like animosity of his school- 
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fellows, plunged a pen through the hand of a 
tormenter. Blake leant out from a scafiblding 
where he sat at work and flung a Westminster 
student from a cornice, whither he had climbed 
the better to tease him. The boy fell heavily 
upon the stone floor, and Blake went off and 
laid a formal complaint before the Dean. 'The 
tigers of wrath' vindicated their wisdom, for 
the students were ever after shut out of the 
Abbey. B'ake knew well how to temper anger 
with prudence and make it a harmless and 
obedient servant. It has been told of him that 
he once grew angry with a plate he was en- 
graving, and flung it across the room. 'Did 
you not injure it ? ' asked some one afterwards. 
' I took good care of that,' was the reply. Then, 
too, we have his* own aphorism — 

'To be in a passion you good may do. 
But no good if a passion is in you.* 

No matter how enthusiastically he commended 
enthusiasm, alike of love and of hate, he ever 
intended the mind to be master over all He 
explicitly condemns, likewise, all anger aimed 
against persons instead of states of mind, though 
his own practice sometimes but ill conformed to 
his precept. He, however, held any enthusi- 
astic hatred to be better than the mildness 
founded upon . unbelief and cowardice, for it 
was his firm conviction that the cold, logical, 
analytic faculty was the most murderous of alL 



V 



I 



i 



* • 

r 

i 



!i 



) 



I: 



WILUAM BLAKE. 



It was necessary even for the unwise man to 
grow fierce in the defence of fisUsehood, ' that 
enthusiasm and life may not cease.' He is 
unlikely to have thought out these matters in 
detail in the early days we write of; but few 
men have ever mirrored their temperament in 
their philosophy as clearly as he did, and to his 
philosophy, accordingly, we must turn again 
and againl 

If Blake learned Nature in his long rambles 
southward in Surrey, and up northward by 
Wellings' Farm, he learned to know Art 
among the tombs and pointed ceilings of the 
Abbey. The Abbey spires stand as hieroglyphs 
for poetic inspiration in more than one of his 
later drawings. ' Gothic form,' he was wont to 
write, *is living form' ; and the shadows of the 
great cathedral may well have been the shelter 
that preserved him from the pseudo-classical 
ideals of his time. In some lines added at a 
later date to an engraving made now, he com- 
pares the Gothic cathedrals to the tomb of 
Christ Christ was his symbolic name for the 
imagination, and the tomb of Christ could be 
no other than a shelter, where imagination might 
sleep in peace until the hour of God should 
awaken it What more beautiful shelter could 
he have found than this ancient cathedral.^ 
Outside the ' indefinite ' multitude brawled and 
pushed, and inside the 'definite' forms of art 
and vision congregated, and were at peace. 
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One day certain shapes, purporting to be the ^' 

twelve Apostles, gathered about the altar ; and "^ 



doubtless many another vision appeared likewise, 

though he probably did not yet begin to think %^ 

much about their meaning and their message. 

He was now busy with 'Edward III.' and 

other historical fragments, and may have caught 

something of his historical enthusiasm from the 

monuments about him. Another inspiration * 

came to him in the works of Chatterton, who, 

five years his elder, had lately published the 

poems of 'T. Rowlie.' The 'Bard's Song,' at 

the end of 'Edward III.,' shows the influence 

of the 'English metamorphosis' very visibly. 

He must also have read Spenser and the 

Elizabethan dramatists. This' was the only 

purely literary and purely artistic period of his 

life ; for in a very short time he came to look 

upon poetry and art as a language for the ^^^ 

utterance of conceptions, which, however 

beautiful, were none the less thought out more 

for their visionarv truth than for their beauty. 

The change made him a greater poet and a 

greater artist ; for the commandment * lose thy 

life to save it' is not less true of the intellectual 

than of the moral life. 

In his twentieth year his apprenticeship came 
to an end, and he began engraving and drawing 
upon his own account. Now, too, he made the 
acquaintance of Flaxman and Fuseli, who be- 
came his life-long friends, despite one short inter- 
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ruption in the case of the first, brought about 
by a sudden descent of ' the tigers of wrath.' 
At this time also he began courting one Polly 
or Clara Woods, ' a lovely little girl,' who took 
walks with him here and there, and then whistled 
him down the wind.. Many of his descriptions 
of * Vala' and other symbolic women, and some 
few of the illustrations to the 'Prophetic Books,' 
such as the false, smiling face at the bottom of 
one of the pages of ' Vala ' (see ' The Works of 
William Blake,' page 5 of the lithographs from 
* Vala'),'and more than one of the lyrics, such as 
'Love's Secret,' may conceivably owe their 
inspiration to her. Indubitably a certain type 
of feminine beauty, at once soft and cruel, emo- 
tional and egotistic, filled Blake with a mingled 
terror and wonder that lasted all his days. And 
there is no clear evidence of any other woman 
beside this Clara or Polly Woods and his own 
good wife, having come at all into his life. The 
impression made upon him by this girl was 
quite strong enough to have lasted on ; for 
Tatham has recorded how his love for her made 
him ill, and how he had to be sent for change of 
air to the house of the market gardener, Boucher, 
at Richmond, where he met die girl he was to 
marry. 

The market gardener had a pretty, ' bright- 
eyed' daughter, named Catherine, who, when- 
ever her mother asked her whom she would 
many, was wont to answer, 'I have not yet 
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seen the man.' One night she came into the 
room where her family were sitting, and saw for 
the first time a new comer, with young, hand- 
some face and flame-like hair — ^her own pencil 
sketch is the authority — and grew upon the 
moment fiunt, as the tale has it, from the intui- 
tion that she saw her destined husband. She 
left the room to recover, and upon her return 
sat down by Blake, and heard from his lips the 
story of his great love for the false beauty, and 
of her fickleness and his wretchedness. ' I 
pity you from my heart/ she cried. * Do you 
pity me ? ' he answered ; ' then I love you for 
that' Humiliated by his ill-starred love, he 
was grateful for a little womanly kindness ; and 
from such gratitude, not for the first time upon 
the earth, sprang a love that lasted until life 
had passed away. ,This pretty tale has reflected 
itself in the great mirror of the * Prophetic 
Books.' In them Pity is ever the essential thing 
in a woman's soul. 'The Book of Urizen' 
describes thus the making of Enitharmon : — 

' Wonder, aw«, fear, astonishment. 
Petrify the eternal noyriads 
At the Ant female form, now separate : 
They called her Pity, and fled.' 

Enitharmon is 'the vegetable mortal wife of 
Lot \ his emaoation, yet his wife till the sleep 
of dMth is passed.' And the symbolic being 
Loi| though he is Time, and more than one 
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Other great abstract tlung, is also Blake himself, 
as may be seen by even a rapid reading of 
•Milton.' 

When Blake had told Catherine Boucher that 
he loved her, he returned to his work for a year, 
resolved not to see her imtil he had put by 
enough to set up house upon. At the year's 
end, on August 13th, 1782, they were married, 
and began housekeeping at 51, Leicester Fields, 
now Leicester Square. Mrs. Blake, knowing 
neither how to read nor write, had to put her 
mark in the register. In the course of a few 
years she had profited so well by her husband's 
teaching that she probably learnt to copy out 
his manuscripts ; for there is little doubt that a 
certain neat and formal handwriting which 
crops up here and there is hers, and she cer- 
tainly helped to colour his illuminated books. 
She learnt even to see visions, beholding upon 
one occasion a long procession of English kings 
and queens pass by with silent tread. She had 
no children, but repaid her husband for the lack 
of childish voices by a love that knew no limit 
and a friendship that knew no flaw. In the day 
she would often take long walks with him, thirty 
miles at a stretch being no unusual distance, and 
rhaving dined at a wayside inn, return under the 
light of the stars ; and often at night, when the 
presences bade him get up from his bed and 
write, she would sit beside him, holding his 
\ hand. 
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A year after his marriage his first work, 
* Poetic Sketches,' was published at the expense 
of Flaxman and of some dilettanti friends, 
who were accustomed to gather at a Rev. 
Mr. Matthews', of 28, Rathbone Place. No. 
38 is now a chair and umbrella mender's 
shop, but was then a very fashionable house on 
the most northemly fringe of London, upon the 
way to * the Jew's Harp house and the Green 
Man.' The preface tells that the poems were 
written between the ages of twelve and twenty. 
He was now twenty-six, and must have been 
silent for these six years. He was in a period 
of transition. He had lost interest probably in 
his purely literary work, and not yet learnt to set 
his symbolic visions to music. The poems mark / 
an epoch in English literature, for they were the 
first opening of the long-sealed well of romantic 
poetry ; they, and not the works of Cowper and 
Thombson and Chatterton, being the true 

heralds of our modera..BO?lQfJ?f.-5?^M''^^?5!^ 
enthusiasm. There is in them no trace of mys- 
tunsmTbuTphrases and figures of speech which 
were soon to J>ass from the metaphorical to the 
symbolic stage, and put on mystkal significance, 
are very common. The singer of the *Mad 
Song ' compares himself to ' a fiend hid in a 
cloud ' ; and we shall presently hear in defi- 
nitely myf tical poems of * a child upon a cloud,' 
and of * My brother John, the evil one. In a 
black cloud, making his moan ' ; for cloud and 
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vapour became to him a symbol for bodily 
emotions, and for the body itself. ' Edward 1 1 1.' 
tells of ' golden cities,' though as yet the poet 
knows nothing of the ages of gold, silver, and 
brass ; and tells of the times when the pulse 
shall begin to beat slow — 

*Aiid taste, and touch, and sight, and sound, and 
•men. 
That sing aiid dance round Reason's fine-wrought 

throne. 
Shall flee away, and leave him all forlorn '— 

though as yet the poet has not learned to count 
and symbolize these senses, and call them ' the 
daughters of Albion,' and draw them dancing 
about fallen man among the Druidic monu- 
ments of ancient Britain. (See 'Jerusalem/ 
page 69, and elsewhere.) 

A book called by its present owner, Mr. 
Murray, from a phrase in the first paragraph, 
The Island in the Moon/ was written pro- 
bably soon after the close of the six silent years. 
It shows in a flickering, feeble way, the dawn 
of the mystical period. It is a clumsy and 
slovenly satire upon the dilettanti and triflers 
who gathered about Mr. and Mrs. Matthews, 
but contains some lyrics not to be found else- 
where, and here reprinted from *The Works of 
William Blake' (B. Quaritch). The prose, 
touched now and then with a faint humour, has 
little but autobiographical interest Of this 
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there is, however, plenty, for the whole manu- 
script lightens with a blind fury against the 
shallow piety and shallow philosophy of his 
day. The thing should be read once in ' The 
Works' and then forgotten, for it belongs to 
the weak side of a strong man, to his petulance, 
to a certain quarrelsome self-consciousness 
which took hold upon him at times. There is in 
it a peculiar and unpleasant poem upon surgery, 
which was, in all likelihood, his first symbolic 
verse, and several poems afterwards included 
in 'The Songs of Innocence.' In 1804 he 
was to write of being 'again enlightened by 
the light ' which he had ' enjoyed ' in his 
youth, and which had 'for exactly twenty years 
been closed' from him, 'as by a door and 
window shutters.' Was this darkening of the 
spiritual light caused by the awakening of his 
anger against the men and women of his time ? 
'The Argument' to 'The Marriage of Heaven 
and Hell,' now soon to be written, tells how 
* the just man,' the imaginative man that is, 
walked the vale of mortal life among roses and 
springs of living water until the 'villain,' the 
unimaginative man, came among the /oses and 
the springs, and then 'the just man' went 
forth in anger into 'the wilds' among the 
' lions ' of bitter protest However this may 
be, the closing out of the light * as by a door 
and window shutters,' if Blake's recollection do 
not play him felse about the twenty years, the 
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writing of 'The Island of the Moon ' and a 
quarrel with the Rathbone Place coterie, of 
which we have some vague record, must have 
come all very near together. 

In 17S4, upon the death of his father, William 
Blake moved into a house next door to the one 
where he'had been bom, and which his brother 
James had now inherited, and started a print- 
seller's shop in partnership with a fellow appren- 
tice, and took his brother Robert for apprentice 
to cngra\nng. In 1787 Robert fell ill and died, 
Blake nursing him with such devotion that he 
is said to have slept for three days when the 
need for him was over. He had ^seen his 
brother's spirit ascending clapping its hands for 
joy, and might well sleep content 

Soon after the death of Robert, disagreement 
with his partner brought the print shop to an 
end, and Blake moved into neighbouring Poland 
Street, and started what was to prove the great 
work of his life. One night, a form resembling 
his brother Robert came to him and uught him 
how to engrave his poems upon copper, and 
how to print illustrations and decorative 
borderings upon the same pages with the 
poem. In later years he wTOte' to a friend, 
'I know that our deceased frietids arc more 
really with us than when they are apparent to 
our mortal part. Thirteen years ago I lost a 
brother, and with his spirit I converse daily 
and hourly in the spirit, and see him in 
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the most splendid, as well as the longest, of 

his mystical works, and was published by Mr. 

£. J. Ellis and myself, for the first time, in 

'The Works of William Blake.' A conception 

of its luxuriant beauty can be got from the 

passages quoted in this volume. There is 

record too of a ' Bible of Hell,' and of this the 

title-page remains ; of an unfinished poem called 

'The French Revolution,' which was printed 

in the ordinary way, by a certain Johnston of 

St. Paul's Churchyard ; of 'The Gates of Hell, 

for Children,' and of an engraved book called i 

' Othoon.' The earlier of the books which have f 

come down to us show the influence of Jacob; 

Boehme and of the kabalistic symbolism, and/ 

it is probable that the reading of ' The Morning 

Redness,' ' Mysterium Magnum,' and stray 

fragments of mediaeval magical philosophy, such 

as the works of Cornelius Agrippa, then not 

uncommon in translation, delivered his intellect 

from the spectral and formal intellect, of 

Swedenborg, and taught him to think about the 

meaning of his own visions. He may also have 

met mystics and even students of magic, for there 

was then an important secret body working in 

London under three brothers named Falk. 

The miniature painter Cosway, too, may have 

come across him, and Cosway kept a house 

specially for the* -invocation of spirits. His 

own illumination probably reached its height 

between hit twentieth and his twenty-seventh 
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year, between the close of his purely literary 
activity, and the shutting out of the light of 
the spirit ' as by d door and window shutters/ 
The six silent years may well have been 
silent, because the truth was coming . upon 
him, in Boehme's beautiful phrase, Mike a 
bursting shower.' However this may be, his 
illumination was before all else a deliverance 
from Swedenborg. 'The Marriage of Heaven 
and Hell' is certainly a reply to the latter's 
'Heaven and Hell' then recently translated, 
and probably very audible in the talk of his 
Swedenborgian friend Flaxman, and of his 
no less Swedenborgian brother James. 'A 
new heaven is begun,' he writes on one of the 
first pages, 'and it is now thirty-three years 
since its advent The eternal hell revives, and 
lo, Swedenborg is the angel sitting at the tomb : 
his writings are the linen clothes folded up.' 
The creative imagination of William Blake — 
the Christ in him — had arisen from the tomb 
in the thirty-third year of his age, the year 
at which Christ had arisen, and with it 
had revived hell its activity and heaven its 
passivity, and the garments of theologic faith 
which had so long disguised it were thrown 
away. The fierce invective of a later page about 
Swedenborg having written no new truth, but 
all the old falsehoods, combined as it is with a 
glorification of the older mystics, Boehme and 
Paracelsus, makes us recognixe the wrath of a 
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man against something which had long warped 
and thwarted him. As years went on he re- 
turned again to some extent to the old admira- 
tion, though never to the old subjection, until 
Swedenborg became in ' Milton ' ' strongest of 
men/ ' Samson shorn by the churches,' and in 
*The Descriptive Catalogue* a 'visionary,' whose 
' works' 'are well worth the study of painters and 
poets,' being the ' foundation of grand things.' 
But it must never be forgotten that whatever 
Blake borrowed from Swedenborg or Boehme, 
from., mystic or kabalist, he turned to his 
own purposes, and transferred into a new 
system, growing like a flower from its own 
roots, supplementing in many ways, though not 
controverting in any main matters, the systems 
of his great predecessors, and that he stands 
among the, mystics of Europe beside Jacob 
Boehme and the makers of the Kabala, as 
original as they are and as profound. He is 
one of those great artificers of God who uttered 
mysterious truths to a little clan. The others 
spoke to theologians and magicians, and he 
speaks to poets and artists. The others drew 
their symbols from theology and alchemy, and 
he from the flowers of spring and the leaves 
of summer; but the message is the same, and 
the truth uttered is the truth God spake to the i 
red clay at the beginning of the world. ! 

The essentials of the teaching of 'The Pro- 
phetic Books' can be best explained by extracts 
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mainly from the *prose writings,' for the languag< 

of the books themselves is exceedingly technical 

* God is in the lowest effects as well as in th< 

highest causes,' he wrote on the margin of i 

copy of Lavater's 'Aphorisms.' 'For let it b< 

remembered that creation is God descending 

according to the weakness of man. Our Lore 

is the word of God, and everything on earth \\ 

the word of God, and in its essence is God 

That portion of creation, however, which w< 

can touch and see with our bodily senses \\ 

'infected' with the power of Satan, one of >Yhos< 

names is 'Opacity'; whereas that other portior 

! which we can touch and see with the spiritua 

jsensesi and which we call 'imagination,' \\ 

j truly 'the body of God,' and the only reality 

I but we must struggle to really mount towards 

/ that imaginative world, and not allow ourselve; 

/ to be deceived by ' memory ' disguising itself as 

/ imagination. We thus mount by poetry, music 

* and art, which seek for ever ' to cast off all that is 

•not inspiration,' and ' the rotten rags of memory, 

I and to become 'the divine members.' Foi 

<>'this reason he says that Christ's apostles were 

/ all artists, and tha( ' Christianity is art,' thai 

! 'the whole business of man is the arts,' and that 

'Israel delivered from Egypt is art deliverer 

from nature and imitation ' ; and that we should 

all engage 'before the world in some mentai 

pursuit' We must take some portion of the 

kingdom of darkness, of the void in which w< 
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live, and by * circumcising away the indefinite' 
with a 'firm and determinate outline/ make of 
that portion a ' tent of God/ for we must always 
remember that God lives alone 'in minute [ 

particulars ' in life made beautiful and graceful \ 

and vital by imaginative significance, and that { 

all worthy things, all worthy deeds, all worthy 
thoughts, are works of art or of imagination . In 
so far as wc do such works we drive the mortfJity, 
the infection, out of the things we touch and see, 
and make them exist for our spiritual senses — 
'the enlarged and numerous senses ;' and behold- 
ing beauty and truth we see no more 'accident 
and chance,' and the indefinite void 'and a 
last judgment ' passes over us, and the world is 
consumed, for things are 'burnt up' 'when you 
cease to behold them.' 

' Reason,' or argument from the memory and 
from the sensations of the body, binds us to 
Satan and opacity, and is the only enemy of 
God. Sin awakens imagination because it is 
from emotion, and is therefore dearer to God 
than reason, which is wholly dead. Sin, however, 
must be avoided, because we arc prisoners, and 
should keep the rules of our prison house, for 
' you cannot have liberty in this world Without 
what you call moral virtue, and you cannot have 
moral virtue without the subjection of that half 
of the*human race who hate what you call moral 
virtue.' But let us recognize that these laws are 
but ' the laws of prudence,' and do not let us 
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call tbem 'the laws of God,' for nothing is pleas- 
ing to God except the glad invention of beauti- 
ful and exalted things. He holds it better 
indeed for us to break all the command- 
ments than to sink into a dead compliance. 
Better any form of imaginative evil — any lust or 
any hate — ^rather than an unimaginative virtue, 
for 'the human imagination alone' is 'the 
divine vision and fruition ' ' in which man liveth 
eternally.' ' It is the human existence itself.' 
' I care not whether a man is good or bad,' he 
makes Los, the 'eternal mind,' say in Jerusalem ; 
' all that I care is whether he is a wise man or 
a fool. Go, put off holiness and put on intel- 
lect.' By intellect he means imagination. He 
who recognizes imagination for his God need 
trouble no more about the law, for he will do 
naught to injure his brother, for we love all 
which enters truly into our imagination, and 
by imagination must all life become one, for 
a man liveth not but in his brother's face,' and 
by those. ' loves and tears of brothers, sisters, 
sons, fathers, and friends, which if man ceases 
to behold he ceases to exist.' 

The great contest of imagination with reason 
is described throughout ' The Prophetic Books ' 
under nutny symbols, but chiefly under the 
symbolic conflict of Los, the divine formative 
principle which comes midway between ab- 
solute existence and corporeal life, with Urizen, 
' the God of this world ' and maker of dead 
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law and blind negation. Blake considered 
this doctrine to be of the utmost import- 
ance, and claimed to have written it under 
the dictation of spiritual presences. ' I have 
written this poem from immediate dictation/ 
he wrote, of 'Jerusalem," twelve or sometimes 
twenty or thirty lines at a time without premedi- 
tation, and even against my wilL The time it 
has token in writing was thus rendered non- 
existent, and an immense poem exists which 
seems the labour of a long life, all produced 
without labour or study.' It is not possible in 
a short essay like the present to do more than 
record these things, for to discuss and to con- 
sider what these presences were would need 
many pages. Whatsoever they were, presences 
or mere imaginings, the words they dictated 
remain for our wonder and delight. There is \ 
not one among these words which is other j . 
than significant and precise to the laborious I \J , 
student, and many passages of simple poetry and \ 
the marvel of the pictures remain for all who I 
cannot or will not give the needed labour. 1 . 
Merlin's book lies open before us, and if we 
cannot decipher its mysterious symbols, then 
we may dream over the melody of evocations 
that are not for our conjuring, and over the 
strange colours and woven' forms of the spread 
pages* 

In 1793 Blake removed to Hercules Buildings, 
Lambeth, and besides the illustrating of *The 
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Prophetic Bopks' did there much artistic work, 
notably 'Nebuchadnezzar/ a huge water-colour, 
and * The Lazar House/ and 'The Elohim creat- 
ing Adam,' and a series of designs to Young's 
'Night Thoughts,' of which a few were printed 
with the poem in 1797. The remainder are 
with Mr. Bain, of the Haymarket, who very 
kindly shows them to Blake's students. The 
printed designs are, of course, in plain black 
and white, but the rest are faint luminous 
sketches in water-colour. 

At Lambeth, too, he saw the one ghost of his 
life. 'When he was talking on the subject of 
ghosts,' writes Gilchrist, 'he was wont to say 
they did not appear much to imaginative men, 
but only to common minds who did not see the 
finer spirits. A ghost was a thing seen by the 
gross bodily eye, a vision by the mental. 
"Did you ever see a ghost?" asked a friend. 
" Never but once," was the reply. And it befell 
thus: Standing one evening at his garden 
door in Lambeth, and chancing to look up, he 
saw a horrible grim figure, "scaly-speckled, 
very awful," stalking downstairs towards 
hiiTL More frightened than ever before or 
after, he took to his heels and ran out of the 
house.' 

In 1800 he left London for the first time. 
Flaxman had introduced him to a certain 
Hayley, a popular poet of the day, who 
poured out long streams of verse, always lucid. 
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always rational, always uninspired. He wrote 
prose too, and was now busy in his turreted 
country house putting together a life of Cowper. 
Blake was invited to engrave the illustrations, 
and to set up house in the neighbourhood. At 
first all went well. The village of Felpham 
seemed an entirely beautiful place, beloved of 
God and of the spirits. Blake met all manner 
of kings and poets and prophets walking in 
shadowy multitudes on the edge of the sea, 
'majestic shadows, grey but luminous, and 
superior to the common height of man.' Other 
and more gentle beings appeared likewise. 
'Did you ever see a fairy*s funeral?' said 
Blake to a lady who sat next him at some 
gathering at Hayle/s or elsewhere. 'Never, 
sir,' was the answer. ' I have,' he replied ; ' but 
iiot before last night. I was writing alone in 
my garden ; there was great stillness among 
the branches and flowers, and more than 
common sweetness in the air; I heard a low 
and pleasant sound, and I knew not whence 
it came. At last I saw the broad leaf of a 
flower move, and t^idemeath I saw a pro- 
cession of creatures of the size and colour of 
green and grey grasshoppers, bearing a body 
laid out on a rose leaf, which they buried with 
songs and disappeared.' He has elsewhere 
described the ^ries as 'the rulers of the 
vegetable world,' and 'vegetable' was with him 
a technical term meaning ' bodily' and sensuous. 
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Jacob Boehme is also said to have had a vision 
of the ^ries. 

After a while patronage became more than 
he could bear, and kind worldly Hayley a 
burden more insistent and persistent than the 
grasshopper of old. Not only did Hayley 
himself give the prophet, who was his guest, 
little but mechanical work, but he sought out 
excellent ladies, kindly and worldly like him- 
self who wanted miniatures and painted fire- 
screens. Before long Blake began to hurl at 
his head petulant epigram, though there were 
dmes now and afterwards when the worldliness 
disappeared, and the kindliness remained alone 
visible to him, and then he would say that 
Hayley^ had kept him safe by his good will 
through spiritual terror and contests *not 
known to men on earth,' but which had else 
nuule the three years he spent at Felpham 'the 
darkest years that ever mortal suffered.' To- 
wards the last an event occurred which awoke 
all his slumbering gratitude. One evening he 
found a soldier in his garden, and not knowing 
that he had been put there to dig by his own 
gardener, asked him with all politeness to be 
gone. The man refused with threats, and 
Blake, getting angry, caught him by the 
elbows, and, despite his endeavour to spar 
forced him away down the road to the village 
tavern where he was quartered. The soldier 
avenged himself by swearing that Blake had 
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cursed the King, and vowed help to Bonaparte 
should he come over. Blake was arrested. 
Hayley came forward and bailed him out, and 
though suffering from a fall from his horse at 
the timOj gave at the trial evidence as to 
character. The case was tried at the Chichester 
Quarter Sessions on the nth of June, 1804, 
the verdict of 'not guilty' awakening tumultuous 
applause in court. One old man remembered 
long afterwards Blake's flashing eyes. The 
soldier, whose name was Scofield, appears in 
'Jerusalem' as a symbol for Adam, presumably 
because 'honest indignation,' which is 'the 
voice of God,' turned him from the garden. 
Blake held all 'natural events' to be but 
symbolic messages from the unknown powers. 
The people of Felpham remember Hayley 
to this day, and tradition has wrapped him 
about with a kind of mythological wonder, 
having a suggestiveness which looks like a 
survival from some wild tavern, talk of Blake's. 
He had two wives, they say, and kept one in a 
wood with her leg chained to a tree-trunk. 
Blake would have made this mean the cap- 
tivity of half his imagination in 'the vege- 
table world,' which is Satan's kingdom, and 
all nothing. The popular voice has in very 
truth done for Hayley what Blake himself 
did for Scofield. It has given him a place in 
mythology. 
In 1S04 he returned to London and took a 
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house in South Molton Street, and there en- 
graved 'Jerusalem ' and ' Milton.' These, with 
the exception of *The Ghost of AbeV a dra- 
matic fragment written very early, but not 
appearing until 1822, were the last poems pub- 
lished by him. He continued until the end of 
his life to find occasional purchasers for these 
and other ' Prophetic Books,' but never any to 
read and understand. He did not, however, 
cease to write. 'I have written more than 
Voltaire or Rousseau,' he said, in one of the 
last years of his life ; ' six or seven epic poems 
as long as Homer, and twenty tragedies as 
bng. as Macbeth I write when com- 
manded by the spirits, and the moment I have 
written, I see the words fly about the room in 
all directions. It is then published, and the 
spirits can read.' 

Henceforth, his published works were to be 
wholly pictorial. He was now conscious that 
the ' light ' so long hid from him ' as by a door 
and window shutters' was come again, and 
foresaw a great period of artistic creation ; for 
had he not conquered 'the spectrous fiend' 
which had marred his power and obscured his 
inspiration? The first works of this new ancl 
better period were done for a certain Cromeck, 
a publisher, who set him to illustrate Blair's 
'Grave.' These illustrations must always remain 
among his greatest They are much less illus- 
trations of Blair than expressions of his own 
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moods and visions. We see the body and soul 
rushing into each other's arms at the last day, 
the soul hovering over the body and exploring 
the recesses of the grave, and the good and bad 
appearing before the judgment seat of God, not 
as these things appeared to the orthodox eyes 
of Blair, but as they appeared to the mystical 
eyes of William Blake. The body and soul 
are in one aspect corporeal energy and spiritual 
love, and in another reason and passion, and 
their union is not that bodily arising from the 
dead, dreamed of by the orthodox, but that final 
peace of God wherein body and soul cry ' hither' 
with one voice. The grave was in his eyes the 
sleep of reason, and the last judgment no high 
session of a personal law-giver, but the ' casting 
out ' of ' nature ' and ' corporeal understanding.' 
Cromeck gave these designs into the hands 
of Schiavonetti, an excellent engraver, but a 
follower of the fashionable, school of ' blots and 
blurs/ of soft shadows and broken lights, and 
not of the unfashionable school of ' firm and 
determinate outline ' to which Blake belonged. 
Blake likewise had been promised the engraving, 
and the choice of another was a serious money 
loss to him. The result was a quarrel, which 
grew to the utmost vehemence when Cromeck 
added the further wrong of setting Stothard to 
paint for engraving a picture of ' The Canter- 
bury Pilgrims,' having taken the idea from 
seeing Blake at work on the same subject 
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with like intentions. Blake tried ro vindicate 
himself by an exhibition of his paintings, 
* The Canterbuxy Pilgrims ' among them. The 
. exhibition was held at his brother James', 
in Golden Square, in 1809, and proved an 
utter failure. I give many extracts from the 
printed catalogue and from an address to the 
public, which never got beyond the MS. stage. 
Both catalogue and address are full of magnifi- 
cent and subtle irony and of violent and petulant 
anger. He would not moderate his passion, 
for he was ever combative against a time which 
loved moderation, compromise, and measured 
phrase, because it was a time of * unbelief and 
fear' and of imaginative dearth. Had he not 
said, * bring out number, weight, and measure 
in a time of dearth ' ? and with him there was 
no dearth ; and also that ' the road of excess 
leads to the palace of wisdom' ? His fault was 
not that he did not moderate his passion, but 
that he did not feel the error he so often warns 
himself against, of being angry with individuals 
instead of ' states ' of mind. The evil he de- 
nounced was really evil, but the men he 
denounced did not really personify that evil. 
The turbulent heart of the mystic could not but 
feel wrath against a time that knew not him 
or his. No wonder that he should fiall, from 
sheer despair of making any man understand 
his subtle philosophy of life, into many an 
unsabtle unphilosophical rhapsody of hate 
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when too angry even to hide himself in 
storm clouds of paradox. He had probably 
never seen any good painting of the Florentine 
and Flemish schools, but holding them to be 
the source of the art of his day, denounced 
them with violence. Had they not sacrificed 
the intellectual outline to indefinite lights and 
shadows, and renounced imaginative things for 
what seemed to him unimaginative copying 
of corporeal life and lifeless matter? Were 
they not his enemies in all things, and the 
enemies of Raphael and Angelo and Durer } He 
made, in a blind hopeless way, something of 
the same protest made afterwards by the pre- 
Raphaelites with more success. They saw 
%!othing but an artistic issue, and were at peace ; 
whereas he saw in every issue the whole contest 
of light and darkness^ and found no peace. 
- To him the universe seemed filled with 
an intense excitement at once infinitesimal 
and infinite, for in every grass blade, in 
every atom of dust, Los, the 'eternal mind,' 
warred upon dragon Urizen, 'the God of this 
world.' The 'dots and lozenges,' and the 'in- 
definite' shadows of engraver or painter, 
took upon them portentous meanings to his 
visionary eyes. ' I know that the great majority 
of Englishmen are fond of the indefinite,' he 
writes to a correspondent, ' which they measure 
by Newton's doctrine of the fluxions of an atom, 
a thing which does not exist ' (that is to say. be- 
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longs to reason, not to imagination ; to nature, 
not to mind). 'These are politicians, and think 
that Repttblican art ' (a system of thought or art 
which gives every one of the parts separate 
individuality and separate rightsasin a Republic) 
*b inimical to their atom, for a line or lineament 
is not formed by chance. A line is a line in its 
minutest subdivisions, straight or crooked. It 
is itself, not intermeasurable by anything else. 
.... But since the French Revolution English- 
men are all intermeasurable by one another, 
certainly a happy state of agreement in which 
I for one do not agree.' * The dots or lozenges,' 
*the blots and blurs,' have no individuality when 
taken apart, and what is true of them is true 
also of the men for whom 'the blots and 
blurs' are made ; for are not all things symbolic, 
and is not art the greatest of symbols ? In his 
philosophy, as expounded in 'The Prophetic 
Books,' he had a place for everything, even for 
'nature' and the corporeal hindrance, but he 
left a place for the highest only in his interpre- 
tation of the philosophy, and forgot that we 
must never be partisans, not even partisans of 
the spirit. 

For a time now His purse was very empty, 
he and his wife, if Cromeck is to be believed, 
which he probably is not, living for a time on 
los. a week, and it might, perhaps, have kept 
empty to the end had not he met in i8i8 John 
Linnelly the landscape painter, and found in 
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him the most generous patron of his life. Now, 
too, he made the acquaintance of another good 
friend, Jolm Varley, 'the father of modem 
water-colour,' and did for him a series of 
drawings of his spiritual visitants : 'The Ghost 
of a Flee' (a symbol of the rapacious man), ' The < 

Man who built the Pyramids' (probably a builder ' 

of the pyramidal form in nature and in thought, 
for the pyramid is a very definite mystical 
symbol both in' 'Jerusalem' and 'Vala'), and 
many others. In 1821 he moved from Poland . 

Street to Fountain Court, and made for Mr. { 

Linncll the famous series of designs to 1 ^y/^ 
'Job,' which is perhaps his masterpiece. Their j ^ \ 

austere majesty, too well known to need any < 

description here, contrasts with the fanciful 
prettiness and delicate grace of his early i 

work. Life had touched his imagination with 
melancholy. He received ;£ioo for the plates, 
and was to get another ;£ioo out of the profits 
of publication. He got ^£50 of this second 
j^ioo before his death, the slow sale not making 
a bigger sum possible. In 1822 he painted a 
very fine series of water-colours illustrating 
'Paradise Lost' for Mr. Linnell, filling them 
with the peculiarities of his own illumination as 
usual, and in 1825 began an inmiense series of 
designs to 'Dante' for the same friend, sketch- 
ing thefn in water-colour and engraving seven. 
Of those he engraved, ' Fransesco and Paola' 
is the most perfea and the most moving, and 
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must always haunt the memory with a beauty 
at once tender and august Had he lived to 
finish the whole series, or even the hundred and 
odd drawings he began, it had surely been the 
veritable crown of his labours as an artist ; but 
he was to pass the gate he had called ' of pearl 
and gold,' and to stand where Dante stood by 
Bes^trice, and to enter the great white Rose 
before his hands had half transcribed the story 
of that other mystic traveller. In 1827 he fell 
! \ ill of a strange complaint, a shivering and 

sinking, which told him he had not long to live. 

He wrote to a friend, ' I have been very near 

j the gates of death, and have returned very 

weak, and an old man, feeble and tottering, but 
Ij not in spirit and life, not in the real man, the 

imagination which livcth for ever. In that I 
i I ; grow stronger and stronger as this foolish 

body decays;' and then passed on to discuss 
matters of business, and matters of engraving 
and politics, but soon burst out again. ' Flax- 
man is gone, and we must soon follow every 
one to his own eternal house, leaving the 
delusions of Goddess Nature and her laws to 
get into freedom from all the laws of the 
numbers — into the mind in which every one is 
king and priest in his own house. God grant 
it on earth as it is in heaven.' 
' On the day of his deaths' writes a friend who 
M I had his account from Mrs. Blake, 'he composed 

^ V . songs to his Maker, so sweetly to the ear of his 
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CathoriiM^ lhat» when she stood to hear him, he, 

lookini^ upon her most affectionately, said, ^ My 

beloved 1 they are not fnim. No/ They are 

n0i mine.** He told her they would not be ' 

parted ; he should always be about her to take 

care of her.' Another account says, ' he said 

he was going to that country he had all his 

life wished to see, and expressed himself happy, I 

hoping for salvation through Jesus Christ Just 

before he died his countenance became fair, his I 

eyes brightened, and he burst out into singing j 

of the things he saw in heaven.' ' He made the 

rafters ring,' said Tatham. 'The death of a \. 

saint,' s^d a poor woman who had come in to f. 

help Mrs. Blake. 
The wife continued to believe him always - i| 

with her in the spirit, even calling out to him . ,' 

at times as if he were but a few yards away ; but, 

n<me the less, fretted herself into the grave, 

surviving him onl y two yeas . No spiritual i| 

<y>mpJU(ik>iiship could make up for the lack of 

dBfl^' CMMmunion in the common things of life, 

Ihr iif« ^K« W>t one half 'phantoms of the earth 

^r^ ^wMJt**} She left his designs and unpublished i \ 

TTftirMiJK*!*^ «f which (here were, according to j 

Hftar. SjtfMiiliciMUBi, a hundred volumes ready ^ 

"^ «H tfifM^ to Tatham, who had shown her 

.^. b;i^^ t f t ft ^l fa ii t . Tatham was an 'angel' J 

-^- *^r *!>^4ll^ drarch, and coming to hold that \ 

'^ *^^4$^ ^Wl fMBU alike were inspired by 

* 'H, ^^^>4» WmmttSlA sentence upon them, and 
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gave up two days to their burning. M have,' 
wrote Blake, * always found that angels have 
the vanity to speak of themselves as the only 
wise ; this they do with a confident insolence 
sprouting from systematic reasoning.' Though 
Tatham, bound in by systematic theology, 
did him well nigh the greatest wrong one man 
can do another, none the less is Tatham's MS. 
life of Blake a long cry of admiration. H e speaks 
of * his noble and elastic mind,' of his profound 
and beautiful talk, and of his varied knowledge. 
Yet, alas, could he only have convinced him- 
self that it was not for him to judge whether, 
when Blake wrote of vision 'a bad cause — 
to use his own phrase, * made a bad book ' — 
we might still have that account of Genesis, 
*as understood by a Christian visionary,' of 
which a passage, when read out, seemed 
even to conventional Crab Robinson to be 
* striking,' and perhaps 'The Book of Moon- 
light,' a work upon art, though for this I do 
not greatly long, and the ' Othoon,' and many 
lyrics and designs, whereof the very names are 
' [ ; dead. Blake himself would have felt little 

; [ .• anger, for he had thQught of burning his MS. 

y \ himself, holding, perhaps as Boehme held, and 

.' j I Swedenborg also, that there were many great 
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: i '\ things best unuttered within earshot of the 

world. Boehme held himself permitted to 
speak of much only among his 'schoolfellows;' 
and Blake held there were listeners in other 
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worlds than this. He knew, despite the neglect 
and scorn of his time, that fame even upon the 
earth would be granted him, and that his work 
was done, for the Eternal Powers do not labour 
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' Re-cngraved time after time, 
]vver in their youthful prime ; 
My designs unchanged remain, 
1 ime may rage but rage in \'ain. 
For above Time's troubled fountains. 
On the great Atlantic mountains. 
In my golden house on high. 
There they shine ctcmaUy.' 

W. B. YEATS. 
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POETICAL SKETCHES. 



TO SPRING. 

O THOU with dewy locks, who lookest down 
Through the clear windows of the morning, turn 
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle, 
Which in' full choir hails thy approach, O Spring I 

The hills tell each other, and the listening 
Valleys hear ; all our longing eyes are turned 
Up to thy bri^t pavilions : issue forth, 
And let thy holy feet visit our clime I 

Come o'er the eastern hills, and let our winds 
Kiss thy perfumkl garments ; let us taste 
Thy mom and evening breath ; scatter thy pearls 
Upon our lovesick land that mooms for thee. 

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers ; pour 
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put 
Thy goldg ^aown upon her ktnguished head, 
\VhoM modest tresses were bound up for thee I 

TO SUMMER. 

« 

O THOU, who passest through our valleys in 
Thy strength, curb thy fierce steeds, allay the heat 
That flames firom their large nostrils 1 Thou, O 
Summer, 
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4 BLAKE'S POEMS. 

Oft pitcbed'it here thy golden tent, and oft 
Beneath our oaks hast slept* while we beheld 
\( \Vitbjoy thy ruddy limbs and floorishing hair. 

Ben e a t h our thickest shades we oft have heard 
Thy voice, when Noon opon his fervid car 
Rode o*er the deep of heaven. Beskle oar spring* 
Sit down, and in our mossy valleys, on 
Some bank beside a river clear, throw thy 
Slk draperies ofi^ and rush into the stream I 
Oar valleys love the Summer in his pride. 

Our bards are £uned who strike the silver wire : 
Our youth are bolder than the southern swains, 
Our maidens £urer in the sprightly dance. 
We lack not songs, nor instruments of joy. 
Nor echoes sweet, nor waters clear as heaven, 
Nor laarel wreaths against the sultry heat 

TO AUTUMN. 



I 



( 



I 



I 



\\ : 



y 






i 



O Autumn, laden with ftuit, and stamed 
'With the blood of the grape, pass not, but sit 
Beneath my ihady roof ; there thou may'st rest. 
And tune thy jolly voice to my ftesh pipe, 
\ And all the daughters of the year shall dance I 

i Sing now the lusty song of fruits and flowerSi 

I 'The narrow bud opens her beauties to 

The sun, and love runs in her thrilling veins ; 
Blossoou hang round the brows of Morning, and 

^ Flourish down the bright cheek of modest Eve, 

TUl dust'ring Summer breaks forth into singing. 
And idithcred clouds strew flowen round her head. 



POETICAL SJCETCffSS. 

'The Spiiits of the Air live on the smdls 

Of firoit ; and J07, with pinions light, roves round 

The gardens, or sits singing in the tsees.' 

Thus sang the joUy Antumn as he sat ; 

Then rose, girded himself^ and o'er the Ueak 

Hills fled from our sight ; bat left his pldcnl oad. 

TO WINTER. 

O Winter 1 bar thine adamantine doors : 
The North is thine ; there hast thoa built thy dark 
Deep-founded habitation. Shake not thy rooft. 
Nor bend thy pillars with thine iron car. 

He hears me not, but o'er the jrawning deep 
Rides heavy ; his storms are unchain^ sheathed 
In ribbM steel ; I dare not lift mine eyes ; 
For he hath reared his sceptre o'er the world. 

Lo ! now the direful monster, whose skin clings 
To his strong bones, strides o*er the groaning rocks: 
He withers all in silence, and in his hand 
Unclothes the earth, and freezes up frail life. 

He takes his seat upon the cliiis,— the mariner 
Cries in vain. Poor little wretch^ that deal'st 
With storms ! — ^till heaven smiles, and the monster 
Is driv'n yelling to his caves beneath Mount Heda. 

TO THE EVENING STAR. 

Thou fair-haired Angel of the Evening, 
. Now, whilst the sun rests on the mountains, light 
Thy bright torch of love ; thy radiant crown 
Put on, and smile upon our evening bed I 
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SmQe on our lorn ; and, while thoo drawest the 
Bhie (curuias of the sky, icatt^ thy silver dew 
'^ On every flower that shuts its sweet eyes 

i * • ( In timely sleep. Let thy west wind sleep on 

^ The lake ; speak silence with thy glimmering eyes» 
And wash the dusk with silver. — Soon, full soon» 
Dost thou withdraw ; then the wolf rages wide, 
And then the lion glares through the dun forest. 
The fleeces of our flocks are covered with 
Thy saared dew : protect them with thine influence I 

TO MORNING. 

O HOLY virgin, clad in purest white, 
Unlock heaven's gglden gates, and issue forth ; 
Awake the dawn that sleeps in heaven ; let light 
Rise from the chambers of the East, and bring 
The honeyed dew that cometh on wiiking day. 
• . / O radiant Morning, salute the Sun, 
^^;^aaj\». .j t^'^ Roused like a huntsman to the chase, and with 
TcuvJ 0^ ^ ^^i "^y httskincd feet appear upon our hills. 



t 



■\ 



i\ 



m^-^ •>"' 



\ 



SONG. 

How sweet I roamed from field to field,* 
And tasted all the summer's pride. 

Tin I the Prince of Love beheld 
Who in the wniiy jeams did glide. 

He showed me lilies for my hair. 

And blushing roses for my brow ; 
He led me through his gardens fair 
I * Where all his goldgi pleasures grow. 
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Whh fweet May-dews my wings were wet» 

And Phcebot fired my vocal rage ; ( 

He caoght me in bis silken net, 

And shot me in his golden cageu 



He loves to sit and hear me sing, 

Then, laughing, sports and plays with me^ 
Then stretches oat my ^Iden wing, 

And mocks my loss of liberty. 



SONG. ^ -* ^''^ '-- ^'-^ -* -"^ ' ^'••^ , 

My silks and fine array. 

My smiles and languished air, | 

By love are driven avray ; i 

And mournful lean Despair | 

^Brings me yew to deck my grave : 
Such end true lovers have. 

His face is fair as heaven | 

When springing buds unfold; 
O why to him was't given. 

Whose heart b wintry cold ? \ 

His breast is love's all-worshipped tomb^ / 

Where all love's pilgrims come. 

Bring me an axe and q>ade» 

Bring me a winding-sheet ; 
When I my grave have made. 

Let winds and tempests beat : 
Then down 111 lie, as cold as day. 
Thie love doth paa aw^ I 
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SONG. 

Love and haimonjr combine. 
And umad oar louU eotwine, 
While ihj Imochet mix with iniae. 
And our roota logether jdn. 

Joyt upon our bnnclict lit, 
□uipiog load and lii^iiig tweet i 
Like gentle itreanu benealh oar feet, 
InDoccnee and Tittue meet. 

Thou the gdden fniit dcft botr, 
I im clad in flowen ftii ; 
Thy aweet bonKh* perjiuiie the air. 
And the Inrtk fauildeth there 



Thete the ^U and feedi her jraang 
;.,j >/>»-*^ • ■•( Sweet I bear het moomful long J - ■■ 
•> And thy lore!]' leavea among 

low:'^^-«>'~v^ W 4tn« There U Love ; I heat hia tongue. 

u There hii 'charming nett doth lay. 

There be deepa the night aw^ ; 
There be iporU along the day, 
' And doth anoag oai bnnchea ptay. 



SONG. 

I Lovz ibe jocmtd dance, 
Tbe Mftlj-breathing toog. 

Where innocent eyes do glance. 
And wbeie Utpa the maiden'i t 



POETICAL SKBTCHBS. 

I love the laughing vale, 

I love the echoing hill. 
Where mirth does never fiul. 

And the Jolly swain laughs his filL 

I love the pleasant cot, 
I love the innocent bower, 

"Where white and brown is our lot. 
Or fruit in the mid-day hour. 

I love the oaken seat 

Beneath the oaken tree, 
Where all the old villagers meet. 

And laugh our sports to see. 

I love our neighbours all, — 
But, Kitty, I better love thee; 

And love them I ever shall, 
But thou art all to me. 

SONG. 

Mkmory, hither come. 

And tune your merry notes : 
And, while upon the wind ' 

Your music floats, - 
ril pore upon the stream 
Where sighing lovers dream, 
And fish for fancies as they pass 
Within the watery glass. 

Ill drink of the dear stream. 
And hear the linnet's song. 

And there 1*11 lie and dream 
The day along : 
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And, when night cotodi 111 go 

To plocei fit far woe, 

Walking along the daikCDCd nllqr 



MAD SONG. 
Thk wild wiod* weep. 

And the night it a-cold ; 
Come hitlier, Sleep, 

And my griefs enlbld 1 . , . 
Emlo the morning peep* 
Oier the eastern tteept. 
And the nntling bird* of dawn 
Tlie Mitb do uoTn. 

Lo t to the vault 

Of pavid lieavcn, - .. 

With sOnow fraught, 

M J notes aie driven ; 
The; *trilce the ear of Night, 

Malie weep the eyes of Dv/ ; 
Th^ nuke mad the loailog windt, 

And with tempett* play. 

IJke a fiend in a cloud, 

With howling woe 
A/ter niglit I do crowd 

And with night will go ( 
I tnin my back to the eait 
Frooi whence comfoRi have incteaud ; 
For light doth leiic mj bcaio 
Wiih frantic pain. 
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SONG. 

Fresh from the dewy hill, the meny Year 

Smiles on my dead, and momits his flaming car ; < 

Round my yowig brows the laurel wreathes a shade, j 

And rising glories beam around my head. ! 



My feet are winged, while o'er the dewy lawn 

I meet my maiden risen like the mom. 

O bless those holy feet, like angeU' feet ; 

O bless those limbs, beaming with heavenly light ! 

Like as an angel glittering in the sky 
In times of innocence and holy joy ; 
The joyful shepherd stops his grateful song 
To hear the music of an angel's tongue. 

So, when she speaks, the Yoioe of Heaven I hear ; 
So, when we uralk, nothing impure comes near 
Each field seems Eden, and each calm retreat ; 
Each village seems the haunt of holy feeL 

But, that sweet village where my black-eyed maid 
Qoses her eyes in sleep beneath night's shade 
>Vhene'er I enter, more than mortal fire 
Boms in my soul, and does my song inspire. 

SONG. 

When early Mom walks forth in sober grey^ 
Then to my black-eyed maid I haste away. 
When Evening sits beneath her dusky bower. 
And gently i&ffJM away the silent hour, 
The village bdl alarms, away I go^ 
And tht vale darkens at my pensive woe. 



[■• .' ! M BLAKB'S POBMS. 

To that sweet village where my black-eyed maid 
Doth drop a tear beneath the silent shade 

^1 i ' jpVm^^^ ^ ^''^'^ ^^ ^^ ' '^ pensnre as I go 
1 1 ; Cp^\ Cane my black stars, and bless my pleasing woe. 

f ' Ottf when the Summer sleeps among the txaes» 

\ Whiq>ering faint murmurs to the scanty breese^ 

I walk the village round ; if at her sid« 
j, ; / ; , A youth doth walk in stolen joy and pridc^ 

\'J I cone my stars in bitter grief and woe, 

. That made my lore so high, and me so low. 
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O should she e'er prove false, his limbs Td tear 
And throw all pity on the burning air I 
Fd cnrM bright fortune for my mixM lot. 
And then I'd die in peace, and be forgoL 



TO THE MUSES. 

Whether on Ida's shady brow. 
Or in the chambers of the East, 

The chambers of the Sun, that now 
From ancient melody have ceased ; 

Whether in heaven ye wander fair, . 

Or the green comers of the earth, ^ 
Or the blue region^ of the air 

Where the melodious winds have birth; 

Whether on crystal rocks ye rovc^ 
Beneath the bosom of the sea. 

Wandering in many a coral grove ; 
Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry ; 



POSTICAl. SKSTCSSS. 

How b»Te yott left the «ndent love 
Thai baids of old enjoyed in you I 

The knguid strings do scarcely move, 
The wuod ii forced, the note* ue lew I 



AN IMITATION OF SPENSER. 

GOLDCK Apollo, that thiough heaven wide 
Scalter'st the rays of lighl, and truth his beams, 

In lucent word* my darkling verses dight. 

And waih my earthy mind in thy clear streams, 
Thai wisdom may descend in fairy dream*. 

All while the jocund Houn id ihy Irain 
Scatter their lancies *X thy poet's fcvl ; 

And, when thou yield'sl to Nicht thy vnde domaJn, 
. Let lays of truth eolight his steeping brain. 

For brutish Pan in vain might thee assay 
With linkling sounds to dash thy nervous verse, 

Sound without sense ; yet in his rude aifray 
(For Ignorance is Folly's leasing nurse. 
And love of Folly needs none other's curse) 

Midas the praise hathfaiDedoriengLEiencd can, 
For which 'himself might deem him ne'er the wone 

Tosit in council with his modern pcen. 

And judge of tinkling rhymes and elegance* terse. 

And thou, Meicutins, that with wingid bow 
Dost mount aloft into the yielding sky, 

And through heaven's halls thy airy fiighi dost throw, 
I£nte(ii^ with holy Icet 10 when on ti^ 
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Jove wdghs the coansd of futurity ; 
Then, laden with eternal fate, dost go 
Down« like a falling star, from autumn sky, 
And o'er the surface of the silent deep dost fly : 

If thou arrivest at the sandy shore 

Where nought but envious hissing adders dwell, 
Thy golden rod, thrown on the dusty floor, 

Can charm to harmony with potent spell ; 

Such is sweet eloquence, that does dispel 
Envy and Hate, that thirst for human gore ; 

And cause in sweet society to dwell 

Vile savage minds that lurk in lonely cell 

O Mercuiy, assist my labouring sense 
That round the circle of the world would fly. 

As the wing*d eagle scorns the towery fence 
Of Alpine hills round his high aery, 
And searches through the comers of the sky, 

Sports in the clouds to hear the thunder's sound, 
And see the winged lightnings as they fly ; 

Then, bosomed in an amber cloud, around 
Plumes his wide wings, and seeks Sol's palace high. 

And thou, O warrior-maid invincible, 
Armed vrith the terrors of almighty Jove, 

Pftllas, Minerva, maiden terrible, 
Lov'st thou to walk the peaceful solemn grove, 
In solemn gloom of branches interwove ? 

Or bear'st thy aegis o'er the burning field. 
Where like the sea the waves of battle move ? 

Or have thy soft piteous eyes beheld 
The weary wanderer through the desert rove ? 
Or does the afflicted man thy heavenly bosom move ? 
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SUND-MAN'S BUFF. 
Vr«t)l •*»•• mow d«lci Susan'* dollw*, 
A<nt )**»1 h*np W Ih' shepherd's nose, 
IV Wwthinfi b»nk is all tny care, 
W.ik With lo red, nod walli so fair. 

* \\m^ Ih* MB -coal, come, heip il higher ; 
TW <«k«n log lay on ihe iirc." 
Th« w«U-wMhed iiools, a circling row, 
W lih )»<i "nd lais, how fiUf the show I 
Tkt iiitiiYcancrf nui-browaale, 

Th» UuKhinii Je»i, the love-siek tale,— 
TUI, lirwl orchal, the game bcgioi. 
Tht U««i piick the lidi with pins. 
R(^ (Iran Dntty twitched ihe stool ; 
Sh*t Mltog. klued the fround, poor fool 1 
Sh« falulhcd U3 red, -with udelnng glacce 
At holai«il Die''' *•"> C"cved the chance. 
Ihil ItAW for Blind- man's Buff they call ; 
Of MCh IncumlxaDce dear the halL 

Jenny 1»« •"ken 'kerchief folds. 
And bleat-eycd Will the black lot hold*. 
Now laughltic sropj, with ' Silence, hush I' 
And PejBy fom gives Sara > push. 
Th« Blind-man's arms, extended wide, 
Sam illpt Ixtwcen :— ' Oh woe betide 
The*, dunuy Will 1 *— But tittering Kate 
Is penned up in the comer strait 1 
Andnow Will's eyes beheld the play j 
He thought his face was t'other way. 

* Now, Kitty, now I what chance hast ihou ? 
lU^ M atu thee trips, I vow ! ' 
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She catcbes him — then Roger ties 
His own head up — bat not his eyes ; 
For through the slender cloth he sees, 
And rans at Sam, who slips with ease 
His clumsy hold ; and, dodging round, 
Sukey is tumbled on the ground. — 

* See what it is to play unfair I 

Where cheating is, there's mischief there.' 
But Roger still pursues the chase, — 

* He sees I he sees I ' cries softly Grace ; 

* O Roger, thou, unskilled in art. 
Must, surer bound, go through thy part 1 ' 

Now Kitty, pert, repeats the rhymes. 

And Roger turns him round three timet. 

Then pauses ere he starts. But Dick 

Was mischief-bent upon a trick ; 

Down on his hands and knees he lay 

Directly in the Blind-man's way. 

Then cries out ' Hem 1 '—Hodge heard, and ran 

With hoodwinked chance— sure of his man ; 

But down he came. — Alas, how frail 

Our best of hopes, how soon they fail 1 

With crimson drops he stains the ground ; 

G>nfusion startles all around. 

Poor piteous Dick supports his head. 

And Dun would cure-the hurt he made. 

But Kitty hasted with a key. 

And down his back they straight convey 

The cold relief t the blood is stayed, 

And Hodge ag^ holds up his head. 

Such are the fortunea of the game ; 
And those who play should «top the same 
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By wholesome laws, such ts^All thote 
Who on the blinded man impose 
Stand in his stead ; as, lon^ agone 
When men were first a nation growut 
Lawless they lived, till wantonness 
And liberty began to increase^ 
And one man lay in another's way ; 
Then laws were made to keep fair play. 



KING EDWARD THE THIRD. 

PERSONS. 

King Edward. Sib Thomas DAOwoam. i 

Thb Black Princb. Sib Waltbb Mammy. i 

QUBBN PwiUPfA. LOBD AUDLBV. 

DuKB OP Clabbncb. Lord Pbbcy. 

Sir John Chanoos. Buhop. ^' 

William, DmiW0rik*t mtmm. 

Pbtbr Blumt, -m cmmmim 



SCENE, Tki Coast of Franu. 
King Edward and Nobla Ufon iu ThoArmy. 

KINO. 

O THOU to whose fury the nations are 
But as dust I maintain thy servant's right 
Without thine aid, the twisted mail, and spear, 
And forged helm, and shield of seven times beaten 

brats, 
Are idle trophies of the vanquisher. 
\Vhen confusion rages, when the field is in a flame. 
When the cries of blood tear horror from heaven, 
And yelling Death runs up and down the ranks, 

c 
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Let Liberty, the chartered right of Englishment 

Won by our fathers in many a glorious field, 

Enenre my soldiers ; let Liberty 

Blaze in each countenance, and fire the battle. 

The enemy fight in chains, invisible chains, but heavy ; 

Their minds are fettered ; then how can they be 

free? 
\yhile, like the mounting flame, 
We spring to battle o'er the floods of death I 
And these fair youths, the flower of England, 
Vent'ring their lives in my most righteous cause. 
Oh sheathe their hearts with triple steel, that they 
May emulate their fathers' virtues 1 
And thou, my son, be strong ; thou fightest for a crown 
That death can never ravish from thy brow, 
A crown of glory ; but from thy very dust 
Shall beam a radiance, to fire the breasts 
Of youth unborn ! Our names are written equal 
In Fame's wide-trophied hall ; 'tis ours to gild 
The letters, and to make them shine with gold 
That never tarnishes: whether Third Edward, 
Or the Prince of Wales, or Montacute, or Mortimer, 
Or ev'n the least by birth, shall gain the brightest fame, 
Is in His hand to whom all men are equal. 
The world of men are like the numerous stars 
That beam and twinkle in the depth of night. 
Each clad in glory according to his sphere ; 
But we, that wander from our native seats 
And beam forth lustre on a darkling woxld. 
Grow larger as we advance : and some perhaps, 
The most obscure at home, that scarce were seen 
To twinkle in their sphere, may so advance 
That the astonished world, with upturned eyes. 
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Regardless of the moon, and those that ooce wece 

bright. 
Stand only for to gaze upon their splendour* 

\Hi ktn knights thi Frinci and othtr young NobUu 
Now let US take a just revenge for those 
Brave lords who fell beneath the bloody axe 
At Paris. Thanks, noble Harcourt, for 'twas 
By your advice we landed here in Brittany, 
A country not yet sown with destruction, 
And where the fiery whirlwind of swift war 
Has not yet swept its desolating wing.— > 
Into three parties we divide by day. 

And separate march, but join again at night t ^ t 

Each knows his rank, and Heaven marshal all. I I 



SCENE, SnsfisA Court. 

Lionel, Duke op Clarence, Queen Pkiuppa, 

Lords^ Bishops 6v. 

CLARENCE. 

My Lords, I have by the advice of her 
Whom I am doubly bound to obey, my parent 
And my sovereign, called you together. 
My task is great, my burden heavier than 
My unfledged years ; 

Yet with your kind assistance. Lords, I hope 
England shall dwell in peace : that, while my father 
Toils in his wars, and turns his eyes on this 
His native shore, and sees Commerce fly round 
With his white wings, and sees his golden London 
And her silver Thames, thronged with shining spires 

c 2 
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And corded ships, her mccchonU buttioG; roODd 

like MOiiner bees, and nil ihe golden cide* 

Id bis laad ovetflowing with honey, 

Gloiy nuiy not be dimmed with doodi of cue. 

Say, Lords, should not out ihonebt* be fint to com- 

My Lord Bishop, you viouid recommend u egri- 
cuhurcP 



Sweet Prince, the arts of peace Me GT^at, 

And ivUcn Elorioui itian ibose of wiur, 

Perhipe more glorious, b the pbiloiophic mind. 

^Vhen I lit Kt mj^ome, a-privaj;; qjiAt 

My tbonghu are on my goideni and my Gcldf, 

How 10 employ the hand that lackcth bread. 

If Induttiy b in ny dioccK, 

Religion will flouiiih ; each man'i heart 

Ii cultivated and will bring forth fniit : 

Thit ii my private duty and my pleasure. 

Bat, •* I lit in council with my prince. 

My thought! take in the geneTa] good of the wholes 

And England is the land favoured by Commerce i 

For Commeice, though the child of Agriculture, 

Fottcrs hi* parent, who else must iweat and t^, 

And gain but Kanly bre. Then, my dear Lord, 

Be England's trade oar care ; and we; as tradesmen 

Lookinff to the gain of this our native IfvT . 



O my good Lord, true wisdom drops like honey 
From your tongue; as from a worshipped oak 1 
ForgiTe, my Lotdi, my talkative youth, that qteak* 
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PERCY. 

Dear Sir, a prince should always keep his statet 

And grant his &¥oiirs with a sparing hand. 

Or they are never rightly valu^ 

These are my thoughts : yet it were best to go 2 

But keep a proper dignity, for now 

You represent the sacred person of 

Your fiither | 'tis with princes as 'tis with the sun ; 

If not sometimes o'erdouded, we grow weaiy 

Of his offidoQS glory. 

CLARENCE. 

Then you will give me leave to shine sometimes, 
MyLoid? 

LORD (asidi). 

Thou hast a gallant spirit, which I fear 
V^ be imposed on by the closer sort. 

CLARENCE. 

Well, 111 endeavour to take 

Lord Percy's advice ; I have been used so much 

To dignity that I'm sick on't. 



I ; 
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Not merely what my narrow observation has 

Pick*d up, but what I have concluded from your 

lessons. ' \ 

Now, by the Queen's advice, I ask your leave ; I 

To dine to-morrow with the Mayor of London i 

If I obtain your leave, I have another boon ; ,1 

To ask, which is, the favour of your company. 
I fear Lord Percy will not give me leave. 
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QUEEN PHILIPPA. 

Fie, fie. Lord Clarence I jou proceed not to buaneoy 

But speak of your own pleasures. 

I hope their lordships will excuse your giddiness. 

CLARENCE. 

My Lords, the French have fitted out nmny 
Small ships of war that, like to ravening wolves, 
•Infest our English seas, devouring all 
Our burdened vessels, spoiling our naval flocks. 
The merchants do complain, and beg our aid. 

TERCY. 

The merchants are rich enough ; 
Can they not help themselves ? 

BISHOP. 

They can, and may ; but how to gain their will 
Requires our countenance and help. 

PERCY. 

When that they find they must, my Lord, they will : 
Let them but suffer awhile, and you shall see 
They will bestir themselves. 

BISHOP. 

Lord Percy cannot mean that we should suffer 
This disgrace. If io, we are not sovereigns 
Of the sea ; our right that Heaven gave 
To England, when at the birth of Nature 
She was seated in the deep ; the Ocean ceased 
His mighty roar, and, fawning, played around 
Her snowy feet, and owned his awfiil Queen. 
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Lord Percy, if ihe heart U sick, the head 

Must be aggrieved ; if but one member suffer, 

The heart doth fidL You say, my Lord, the mer- 

diants 
Can, if they will, defend themselves against 
These rovers : this is a noble scheme, 
Worthy the brave Lord Perqr, and as vrorthy 
His generous aid to put it into practice. 

PERCY. 

Lord Bishop^ what was rash in me is wise 

In yon ; I dare not own the plan. Tis not 

Mine. Yet will I, if you please. 

Quickly to the Lord Majror, and work him onward 

To this most glorious voyage ; on which cast 

1*11 set my whole estate^ 

But w« ifSX bring these Gallic rovers under. 

QUBEN PHIUFPA. 

Thanks, bnve Lord Percy ; you have the thanks 
Of Kngiattd*i Queent and will, ere long, of Enghnd. 



SCENE, Ai Crusy. 
Sir Thomas Daoworth and Lord Audlxy 

AUDLKY. . 

Good*moaow, brave Sir Thomas ; the bright mom 
Smiles oo our army, and the gallant sun 
Springs fiom the Ulls like a young hero 
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Into the battle, shaking his golden locks 
Exnltingly: this is a promiiing day. 



' DAOWORTH. 

I 



I. 

I Why, my Lord Andley, I don't know. 

I Give me your hand, and now I'll tell yon what 

(, \ I think yon do not know. Edward's afraid of Philip. 

c 

; AUDLXY. 

i Ha, ha I Sir Thomas ! you but joke ; 
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Did you e'er see him fear? At Blanchetaqoe, 
When almost singly he drove six thousand 
French from the ford, did he fear then ? 

DAGWORTH. 

Yes, fear. That made him fight so. 

AUDLBY. 

By the same reason I might say 'tis fear 
That makes you fight. 

DAGWORTK. 

Mayhap you may. Look upon Edward's face. 
No one can say he fears ; but, when he tarns 

.. His back, then I will say it to his face ; 

X He is afraid : he makes ns all afraid. 



iS I I cannot bear the enemy at my back. 



i' 



Now here we are at Cressy ; where to-morrow. 
To-morrow we shall know. I say. Lord Audleyt 
;[' - That Edward runs away from Ftdlip. 

{ AUDLXY. 

, j Periiaps yoo think the Prince too is afiraid ? 

V 
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DACWORTH. 
NOi CoitlbcUd! I am (are he U not. 
II« n ft young iioD. Ob [ have Men him tighi 
And pTC conimand, and lightdng hu flashed 
From hii cyct across ihe 6cld : I have seen hint 
Shake baodi wiih Death, and sinkc a bargain for 
Tleenemji he hai danced io the tield 
Of baltle, like the youth at morris-play. 
I'm Buc he'i not afrud, aor Warwick, tior nooe, 
None of u bat bm, and I am vety inadi nfiaid. 



Are ron afraid, loe^ Six Tbomaa? 
I beliere that ai mndi aa I beliere 
The KJng'a afraid t but what are yon afraid of? 



Ofhavingmr hadclaidopeni we torn 

Osr backt to the fire, till we (hall bum our alcjrta. 

AUDLEY. 
And thtt, Sc Thomai, 70a call fear? Your fear 
It of a different kind, then, frcan the Kind's ; 
He featt to turn hli face, and yon to mm your back, 
t do not think, S!i Thotnai, you know what fear b. 

Bnur SiK John Ckamdm. 

CHAKDOa. 

Good'DMnow, Generali ; I gtve yoa jcy : 
WeUooie to the Geldi of CrcKjr. - Here we rtop, 
And wait Ar Philip, 

DAOWOKTB. 

IboptM. 
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Theie, Sir Tbomu ; do you call tb*t few? 

OACWOITH. 
I don't know ; perhaps he tikes it by 6tL 
Why, noble Chandos, took you here — 
One rotten thcep spoils the whole Sock t 
And iftbubelt-weiher is tainted, I with 
11w Priaee mar ■><)* cuch tlw dUunpor too. 

CHANDOS. 

Kitemper, Sii Thomu I Wbai dbteiaptt 7 
I have not beud. 

DACSWORTR. 

Why, Qtandoi, jou are a wiie man, 

I know 700 midentaod me ; a diitemper 

The King Gangfat here in France of mnoiog away. 

ADDLBT. 

Sir Thomu, you uy you hiTc caught it too. 

DAOWOKTU. 

And to will the whole army; 'ti* very catching 
For, when the coward ran*, the braye man totten. 
Peihaps the air of thecouniry ii the cauie. 
I feel it coming upon me, 10 I atrive agalnit it ; 
You yet are whole but, after K &W mo«e 
Itetreaic, we all shall know how to retreat 
Belter than fight. —To be plain, I think rctieatiiv 
Too often takci away a toldicr^ couace, 

CHANDOC 

HereoomeftheKii^hiniiclfi tell Um your thongbu 
nakly, SiiT 




POSTICAL SKETCHES. a? 

DAGWOttTH. 

IVe told him before, but his disoider 

BmUr Kino Edward and Black Pkince. 

KING. 

Good-monow, Cecerols ; when EnglUb couisge fail* 

Down goe* our nght to France. 

ButweueconqueionevcQwherc; nolhing 

Cod ttand our loMieii ; each nmo is worthy 

Ora triurnph. Such an army of heroes 

Ne'er shouleil lo the hcaveni, nor shook ibe field. 

Edwud, Bljrson.lhounrt 

Mo*t happ]', bttving such cominand : the nun 

Were Lttte who were not Ered to deeds 

Above berde, having such exunples. 



Sre, with retpect and deTerence 1 lool: 
UpoQ tncb noble souls, And wUh myself 
Worthy the high command that Heaven and you 
Have given me. When I have teen the field glow, 
And.m each countenance the soul of" war 
Cuibed by the manliest reason, I ha.ve beea winged 
With certain victory ; and 'tis my boast, 
Andthall bettilliny glory, I wu inspired 
B]r tbete bnve troops. 

DAGWORTH. 

Yoor Grace had belter make 
Them all GcMnb. 



a BLAKE'S POEMS. 

Kma. 
Sir Thomu Dn^orlh, you mu&t have jooi joke. 
And ihall, while you cnn fj^ht u you dM Bt 
TheFonl. 

DAG WORTH. 

I have ■ Rnall petition to yout Mijeilf • 

XING. 
Whit can Sir Thomei Dogwoith uk lluit Edwald 
Can refuse ? 

DAOWORTH. 

I hope your Majesty cannot lefuse so great 

A trifle ; I've gill youi cause with my betl Uood, 

And would agiin, were I not forbid 

By him whom I am bound lo obey : nty baitdl 

Ate tied up, my courage shrunk a.nd uithercd, 

Mj tiaews ilaclieoedi and vty voice uarce heard i 

TbercfoK t be); I may return to EntrUnd. 

KINR. 

I know not what yon could have ulced. Sir Thoma*. 

I Thftt I would not have woner parted with 

1. 1 Than tu^ a loldicr a* yon have been, wid satSx a 
I' I (Hcnd : 

.( . Nay, t will know the moet remote particulan 

'< Ofihli your atrange petition J that, if lean, 

: ' J I itlll may keep you here. 



Here oa the field* of Crevy we are lettled 
Till Philip *ptinci the timorout covey asain. 
Tbe wolf it hunted down by catnelen fear ( 
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Tlw tten flic^ and fear usurps his hean, 
StMtMi KKoiiIihcil at the cUmorous cock ; 
TtMM(K thMdothCozcuponlhcKUQ, 
Fmn Iha mall lire thai plays iLbout the Tea. 
Ifi U tUt moiiiGal or their idle Tear, 
Tin tlogdolhicue the wolf, the foiestei the lion. 
TtM Bicra in (he crevice o/ the lock 
Doth tdM the UHLring cagic ; undone by Sight, 
TtMjr tun* lumtnll : luch the effect Right ha» 
Oa noble louls. Kow bear its oppc»itc : 
The IJnioroustliicttaTtsfrom the thicket wild, 
T)m (<u(u1 CI4ne springs fiom the splashy fen, 
TIm shining snake glides o'ei the bendinj; grass, 
Thlalag lurnsliend, and bays ihu ciying hounds; 
Tht cnM o'ttlakcn fighieih with the hawk ; 
Tbt HMkt doth turn, and bile the padding fooL 
And if your Majeily's afraid of Philip, 
You IM mora like a lion than a crane : 
Tbwtfon I b«g I may return to EcgUnd. 



Sir ThomM, now I understand your minh, 
Which often plajn with wisdom for iis putime. 
And biinsi good counsel from the breast of Uughter 

liope you'll stay and see us light this battle, 
Ai^d reap rich liaiveit in the fields of Cressy ; 
Then £0 to England, lell ihem how we fight. 
And Mt all heutt on fire to be with us. 
Philip it plumed, Lnd thinks we flee from him, 
Elie be' would never dare to attack us. Now, 
Now tbo (juanT't Kt ! and Death doth sport 
In tbe bdgiht nuubtne of this latal day. 
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Now niy heart dances, and I am u Ueht 
As Ibe young bridegroom going to be married. 
Now niuit I to mf suldicn, get ihom leadj, 
Furbish our armours bright, new-phime oni helmit 
And we will ting like the young houiewivet boded 
Id the dairy. Now my feet are wingMi bat not 
For flight, an please your grace. 



If all my toldiers are aa pleased as yon. 
Twill be a gallant thing to fight ot die ; 
Then I can never be afraid of Philip. 

DACWOKTIL 
A taw-boned fellow t'other day poncd by me ; 
I told him lo put off his hungry looki — 
He answered me, ' I hunger for another battle.* ' 
I nw a little Welahman with a liciy face ■ 
I told him he looked like a candle half 
Bomed out ; he answered, he was ' pig enough 
To light another paltle.* Lost night, beneath 
The moon I walked abroad, when all bad pitched 
Their tents, and all were still ; 
I beard a blooming youth linf^i^ a song 
He had compoaed, and at each pauie he wiped 
Hb drt^ping eye«^ The ditty wax, ' If he 
Returned victorioat, he should vred a m^den 
Fairer tbaa snow, and rich a* midsnmnter. 
AiKMber wept, and wished health to hii btber. 
I dud them both, but gave them noble hopes. 
Theae are the mindi that glory in the battle, 
And leap and dance to hear ttM trumpet Haitd. 
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KING. 

Sir Thomas Dagworth, be thou near our person ; 
Thy heart is richer than the vales of France : 
I will not part with such a man as thee. 
If Philip came armed in the ribs of death, 
And shook his mortal dart against my head, 
Thoa'dst langh his fuiy into nerveless shame I 
Go now, for thon art suited to the work, 
Thron^unit the camp ; in6ame the timorous. 
Blow up the sluggish into ardour, and 
Confirm the strong with strength, the weak inspire, 
And wing their brows with hope and expectation i 
Then to oar tent return, and meet to counciL 

[Exit Dagworth. 

CHANDOS. 

That man's a hero in his closet, and more 
A hero to the servants of his house 
Than to the gaping world ; he carries windows 
In that enlargM breast of his, that all 
May see what's done within. • 

PRINCE. 

He is a genuine Englishman, my Chandos, 
And hath the spirit of Liberty within him. 
Forgive my prejudice, Sir John ; I think 
My Englishmen the bravest people on 
The lace of the earth. 

CHANDOS. 

Courage, my Lord, proceeds from self-dependence ; 
Teach man to think he's a free agent. 
Give but * slave his liberty, hell shake 
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Off sloih, and liuild himseira hut, KoA hedge 
A spot of ciound ; this hell dcrcnd ; 'til hi* 
By right of nature. Thus s«t in action. 
He will still move onward to plan canTeniencci, 
Till glory fires hii breast to enlarge hit Mille ( 
While the poor iteve dnidgc* all da^y, la hope 
To rat at nigbL 



Libeitr, bow gloiioui ut thou I 

1 *ee thee borering o'er my utaj, with 
Tbj wide-itrelched pluma ; I tee thee 
Lead ihem on to battle ; 

I fee ihee blow ih; golden trumpet while 
Thf (ODi thoul the ttrong thout of victory I 
O noble Cbandoi^ think lhy*e1f ■ gardener. 
My wn a Tine, which I commit unto 
Thy care. Prune all extravagant ihooti, and guide 
The ambitioDs tendrilx in the pathi of wiidom ; 
Water him with thy advice, and Heaven 
Rain frethfning dew upon fail branchei I And, 
O Edward, my dear ion I leam to thiidi lowly of 
' Tbyiel^ ai we may all eadi prefer other — 
Til (he beat poliqr, and 'tis oat duty. 

iSxU Ktmi EOWABO. 



And may onr duty, Chandoc, be oar pleamre;— 
Now we ore alone. Sir John, I will unburden 
And breathe ny bopet into the buniing air. 
Where tbonaoitd Deathi arc poUing np and down, 
d to thit fatal field of Creny. 



■M 
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Methinks I see them arm my gallant soldiers, 1 

And gird the sword upon each thigh, and fit ! 

Each shining helm, and string each stubborn bow, • 

And dance to the neighing of our steeds. I 

Methinks the shout begins, the battle bums : 
Methinks I see them perch on English crests, 

•And roar the wild flame of fierce war upon ! 

The thronged enemy ! In truth, I am too full ; 
It is my sin to love the noise of war. 

Chandof, thou seest my weakness ; strong Nature ! 

Will bend or break us : my blood, like a springtide, ! 

Does rise so high to overflow all bounds I 

Of moderation ; while Reason, in her | 

Frail bark, can see no shore or bound for vast 

Ambition. Come, take the helm, my Chandos, ! 

That my full-blown sails overset me not ! 

t In the wild tempest. Condemn my 'ventrous youth i 

That plays with danger, as the innocent child, 
Unthinking, plays upon the viper*s den : 
I am a coward in my reason, Chandos. 

CHANDOS. I 

You are a man, my prince, and a brave man, - 

If I can judge of actions ; but your heat 

Is the effect of youth, and want of use : J 

Use makes the armM field and noisy war 

Pass over as a summer cloud, unregarded, ! 

Or but expected as a thing of course. 

Age is contemplative ; each rolling year 

Brings forth fruit to the mind's treasure-house :-~ 

While vacant youth doth crave and seek about 

Within itself, and findeth discontent. 

Then, tired of thought, impatient takes the wing, 
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Seizes the fruiti of time, attacks experience, 
Roams roand vast Nature's forest, where no bounds 
Are set, the swiftest may have room, the strongest 
Find prey ; till, tired at length, sated and tired 
With the changing sameness, old variety, 
We sit us down, and view our former joys 
With distaste and dislike. , 

PRINCE. 

Then, if we must tug for experience. 

Let us not fear to beat round Nature's wilds, 

And rouse the strongest prey : then if we fiUI* 

Weiall with glory. I know the wolf 

Is dangerous to fight, not good for food, 

Nor is the hide a comely vestment ; so 

We have our battle for our pains. I know 

That youth has need of age to point fit prey, 

And oft the stander-by shall steal the fruit 

Of th' other's labour. This is philosophy ; 

These are the tricks of the world ; but the pure soul 

Shall mount on native wings, disdaining 

Little sport, and cut a path into the heaven of glory. 

Leaving a track of light for men to wonder at. 

I*m glad my father does not hear me talk ; 

You can find friendly excuses for me, Chandos. 

But do you not think. Sir John, that, if it pU 

Th' Almighty to stretch out my span of life, 

I shall with pleasure view a glorious action 

Which my youth mastered ? 

CHANDOS. 

Considerate age, my Lord, views motives. 
And not acts ; when neither warbling voice 
Nor trilling pipe is heard, nor pleasure sits 
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Wiih trembling ige, the toIcc of Coiucieiice thea, 
Sweeter ihan miuic in a (uramer't eve, 
SImU wuble round the nowy head, and keep 
Sweet qrniphoo<r to feathered angeb, niting 
Ai gunliau roood jonr duir ; then ihstll the pulte 
' B«kt (U>w, ud tute and touch, and Eight, ud Mund, 

and men. 
That ^ag and danc* round Reuon't fine-wrought 

throne, 
ShaU Bee awqr, and leave them all forloni ; 
Yet not forion U Cooideno e U hit biend. 

\ExauU. 



SCENE, In Sir Thohas Dacwokth'e 7M. 
Daowokth, amd William hi* mom. 

DAGWOKTH. 

Bring hitlier my amwur, William. 
Ambitloa i* the growth of every dime. 

WILUAU. 

Dotait grow in England, (ir 7 . 

DAGWOKTH. 

Ay, it growa moat b lanA moat cultivated. 

WIIXIAIL 

Tlien It giowa moat in France ; .the vinea here 
Are fittfT tliaa any we have in England. 

DACWOSTU. 
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A\W^ *'- "^l^tai. is the tree you mectionGd f I don't ihink 



i 



m 



I; 

I', ! \ It it « little CKcping root that erom in ditcbetf 



* I Ambition. 



I ! < j ' ' Tbon doti not undentand me, William. 

I , ' I '.' ' It I* A root that growl io every bieut ; 

•y i .1 ' Ambitiooii the detire or patiion thatooe man 

Hai to£et before uwtbcr, in any punoit after gloiy ; 

But I don't think you have any of iL 

, J. WIUJAH. 

\ \ [;;| Yot I have ; I have a great uaUtioa to know 

crerythii^ tir. 

DAGWOKTH. 

Bnt, when our fint idea* are wron^ what fbllowi 
mnit allbe wrong, oTcounej 'tiiben to know a little, 
> M!' and to know that little aright. 

• Jy •'■- WILUAU. 

*. -yi . Then, dr, I ihould be glad to know if it waa not 

\ \ ■ anilntioa that bconght over oar King to Fiance to fight 

..\\\ ; IbrhuiigbL 

'1 i'il '. DAGWOKTH. 

' S. V , '' Though the knowledge of that will not profit tbee 

' I ^ ' much, yet I will tell ym that k wai itnbitioo. 
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WILLIAM. 

Then, ifambitlon is a sin, we axe all guilty in coming 
with him, and in fighting for him. 

DAGWORTH. 

Now, William, thoa dost thrnst the question home ; 
but I must tell ycm that, guilt being an act of the mind, 
none are guilty but those whose minds are prompted 
by that same ambition. 

WILLIAM. 

Now, I always thought that a man might be guilty 
of ddng wrong without knowing it was wrong. 

DAGWORTH. 

Thou art a natural philosopher, and knowest truth 
by instinct ; while reason runs aground, as we have 
run our argument Only remember, William, all 
have it in their power to know the motives ot their 
own actions, and 'tis a sin to act without some reason. 

WILUAM. 

And whoever acts without reason may do a great 
deal of barm without knowing iL 

DAGWORTH. 

Thoa art an endless moralist 

WILLIAM. 

Now there's a story come into my head, that I will 
tell your honour, if you'll give me leave. 

DAGWORTH.' 

No, "V^^lliam, save it till another time ; this is no 
time for story*teIling. But here comes one who is as 
entertaining at a good story. 
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Enltr Peter Bldkt. 



nrsi. 

Voodei'i B nnuicUn going: to PW before the Kins i 
b't a ncir im^ about the French vid EngUih. And 
the Prince bu nuide the minitrel ■ iquire, and given 
Urn 1 don't know what, and I can't tell whether he 
doa't mcntioa n all one bf one ; and he It to write 
■aother aboat all ut thai are to die, that we may be 
rcncDbocd in Old England, for all oor blood and 
bonea are in France ; and a great deal mote that we 
fball aU hcu fay and by. And I came to tell joiii 
Iwaoni, became yov love to bear war-iODgi. 

DACWOKTH. 

And who [* tbU minttrel, Peter, doat know ? 
PETia. 

Oh aj, I forgot to tell that ; be bai got the tame 

aatne at Sir John Cbandot that the Prince It olwayt 

w)tb'~the wiie man that Imowa w all ■• well at 701U 

hcnonr, va\y ain't to good-natored. 

DA6WORTK. 

I thank you, Peter, for your Infonnation, bat not 
tot joia oompliment, which is not live. There'i ai 
mndi difference between him and me at between 
gtiltering land and fruitful DMttld ; or tblning glata 
and a wtoosht diamond, tet in rich gold, and fitted 10 
tbe Soger of an Emperor; tuch it that worthy 

FETEI, 

I know yont bonosr does not think aajthiog of 
yoanel( but evetybody elte doea. 



J 
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DAGWORTH. 

Go, Peter, get you gone ; flattery is delidous, eftn 
from the lipe ofa babbler. \ExU P£TU. 

WILUAM. 

I never flatter yoor honour. 

DAGWORTH. 

I don*t know that 

WILLIAM. 

Why you know, sir, when we were in England, at 
the tournament at Wmdsor, and the Earl of Warwick 
was tumbled over, you asked me if he did not look 
well when he fell ; and I said no, he looked veiy 
foolish ; and you was very angry with me for not 
flattering you. 

DAGWORTH. 

You mean that I was angiy with you for not 
flattering the Earl of Warwick. \Exeu9U. 
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SCENE, Sir Thomas Dagworth's Tent. 

Sir Thomas Dagworth. 7> him •nitr Sir 

Walter Manny. 

SIR WALTER. j 

Sir Thomas Dagworth, I have been weeping " j 

Over the men that are to die to-day. t 

t 

DAGWORTH. \ 

Why, brave Sir Walter, you or T may ialL 1 

\ 
\ 
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SIR WALTER. 



I know this breathing flesh must lie and rot, 

Covered with silence and forgetfiilness. 

Death wons in cities' smoke, and in still night. 

When men sleep in their beds, walketh about 

How many in walled cities lie and groan. 

Turning themselves upon their beds. 

Talking with Death, answering his hard demands ! 

\ \ ^ . How many walk in darkness, terrors are round 

The curtains of their beds, destruction is 
;i . Ready at the door 1 How many sleep 

I 1. \ In earth, covered with stones and deathy dust. 

Resting in quietness, whose spirits walk 
Upon the clouds of heaven, to die no more ! 
Yet death is terrible, though borne on angels' wings. 
How terrible then is the field of Death, 
Where he doth rend the vault of heaven. 
And shake the gates of hell 1 - 

{ M O Dagworth, France is sick 1 the very sky, 

I I Though sunshine light it, seems to me as pale 

;i ' ( As the pale fainting man on his death-bed, 

\ , I Whose face is shown by light of sickly taper. 

r^' It makes me sad and sick at very heart ; 

[ '} Thousands must fall to-day. 

! • 



DAGWORTH. 

Thousands of souls must leave this prison-house, 
i V To be exalted to those heavenly fields 

I : • Where songs of triumph, palms of victory, 

1 1 ' Where peace and joy and love and calm content, 

Sit singing in the azure clouds, and strew 
Flowers of heaven's growth over the banquet-table. 



ii 
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Bind anlenl hope upon four feet like iboes, 

Put on the robe of pieparation I 

The table U pceparcd in Ehining heaven, 

The flowen of immoilality arc blown; 

Let those that Irg-ht Jight in good steadfastness. 

And those ibu fall shall rite in victaiy. 

SIK WALTER. 

I"»e often seen the burning field of war, 
And often heard the dismal dangof arms; 
But never, tilt this fata) day of Cccssy, 
Has my soul (hinlcil with these views of death. 
I leem to be in one great charnel-house. 
And seem to scent the rotten CaKmei ; 
1 teem to heat the disEnal yells of Death, 
While the black gore drops from his horrid jaws : 
Yet I not fear the monster in hi* pride- 
But O t the souls that ate to die to-day ! 

DACWOBTH. 

Slop, brave Sir Waltei ; let me drop a Matt 

Then let (be clarion of war bcg^ t 

I'll fSght and weep^ "di in my country's caue ; 

ni weep and shout for glorious liberty. 

Grim War ihall laugh and shaul, decided in tears, 

And blood shall flow likcstrcamsacrosslhemcadowt. 

That murmurdown their pebbly channels, and 

Spend their sweet lives to do their country service : 

Then shall EoglaDd's verdnn iboot. her 6eldt iball 

cmilit, 
Het ship* shall ^Ing acion the foaming sea, 
Ha marinen shall nsa tba Snte and viol. 
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And rattling guns, and black and dreaiy war* 
Shall be no mofe. 



SIR WALTER. 

Well» let the trumpet found, and the drum beat ; 

Let war stain the blue heavens with bloody banners ; 
k * ' ni draw my sword, nor ever sheathe it up 

I : ' Till England blow the trump of victory, 

W Or I lay stretched upon the field of death. [Exiumi. 



SCENE, In iki Camp. 
M| ; SiUiraUfikt Warrwrsmdai iki JCin^s Tint 



a MinUrd^ wh» sings tki /Mewing Song: 



.-}'-i O sons of Trojan Brutus clothed in war, 

1 i. ! Whose voices are the thunder of the field, . . 

I i. \ Rolling dark clouds o'er France, muffling the sun 

[•''i \ In sickly darkness like a dim eclipse, 

i ' I Threatening as the red brow of storms, as fire 

: Burning up nations in your wrath and fury I 



Your ancestors came firom the fires of Troy 
j I I (Like lions roused by lightning from their dens, 



Whose eyes do gbre against the stormy fires). 
Heated with war, filled with the blood of Greeks, 
With helmets hewn, and shields covered with gorc^ 
In navies black» broken with wind and tide : 



, They landed in firm array upon the rocks 
Of Albion ; they kissed the rocky shore ; 
j ; I * Be thou our mother and our nurse,' they said ; 

•Hi-- 
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* Out diOdfia^ ttottet and thou shalt be our fpK9% 

TKt Mp«khit «(«ietet lVoj» firom whence 

Shall riit dtk^ and thionet, and anns, and awfid 

Owr fitthon awann from the ships. Giant voices 
Aft heaid from tha hills, the enormous sons 
OC Ocean ran from rocks and caves ; wild men, 
Naked and roaring like lions, hurling rocks, 
And wielding knotty dubs, like oaks entangled 
Thkk as a forast* ready for the axe. 

Our frohert move in firm array to battle ; 
The savage monsters rush like roaring fire ; 
Like u a forest roars with crackling flames, 
When the red lightning, borne by furious storms, 
Lights on some woody shore ; the parch^ heavens 
Rain fire into the molten raging 



I' 



I < 
\ 



The smoking trees are strewn upon the shore. 
Spoiled of their verdure. Oh how oft have they 
Defied the storm that howlM o'er their heads ! 
Our &thcrs, sweating, lean on their spears, and view 
The mighty dead ! giant bodies streaming blood. 
Dread visages frowning in silent death. 

Then Brutus spoke, inspired ; our frithers sit 

Attentive on the melancholy shore : ( 

Hear ye the voice of Brutus—* The flowing waves ^ 

Of time 6bmt rolling o'er my breast,' he said ; 

* And my heart labours with futurity. 

Our sons shall rule the empire of the 
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* Their mighty wings shall stretch from East to West 
Their nest is in the sea, but they shall roam 
Like eagles for the prey ; nor shall the young 
Crave to be heard ; for plenty shall bring forth» 
I { ' Qties shall sing, and vales in rich array 

Shall laugh, whose fruitful laps bend down with fulness. 



' Our sons shall rise from thrones in joy. 
.Each one buckling on his armour ; Morning 
Shall be prevented by their swords gleaming, 
And Evening hear their song of victory : 
Their towers shall be built upon the rocks, 
•'; j I . Their daughters shall sing, surrounded with shining 
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1*1 ' Libiarty shall stand upon the diffii of Albion, 

' 1 1 Casting her blue eyes over the green ocean ; 

(; \y Or towering stand upon the roaring waves. - — 

i,;;. Stretching her mighty spear o'er distant lands ; 

it I While with her eagle wings she oovereth 

\\\ Fair Albkm's shore, and all her families.' 
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SONGS OF INNOCENCE. 



INTRODUCTION. 

PiriNC down the valley* wild, ■* 
Pjping tongs of pleasant ffitt, t 

On a cloud I saw a child, *- 

And he Iau£hi{ic ui3 to me i '- 

' Pipe a long about a Lamb 1' ' 

So I piped with merfy cbeei. ^ 

' Piper, pipe thai long again ; ' c 

So I piped : he wept to hear. •' 

' Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe ; i 
Slog thy (00£( of happy cheer I ' j 

So I nng the tame again, ' 

\Miile he wept with joy to heai. J 

' Fipa, Ht thee down and write ^ 
In a hook, Ihat ^ may read^ '•- 

So he vaniihed itomay sight ; Af\ia u 
And I pluclied a follow reed, y* 

And I made a ruAl pen, ' 

•■ And r i mmeyihe waler dear , i 
And I wrote my happy songi 



Etaj chilftinay jof to hear. 



^HB SHEPHERD 
5r* •»«« i» the .1. .. • 

'^ Ae lean ,1,. , """"Pwite. 

• ^''eh«S2.^*2£»Wssg£3^^ 

The hiriTotT^"^ 
T^'r^ around' 
^VhiIe*ou^'!*' "'**''''' •ound, 
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I 
■ I 

• I 
Till the little ones, wetry, - 

No more can be merry : 

The tun does descend, /" . . "s 

And our sports have an end. 

Round the laps of their mothers 

Many sisters and brothers. 

Like birds in their nest. 

Are ready for rest. 

And spc^t no more seen 

On the darkening green. 

I THE LAMa ( 

LiTTLB lamb^ who made thee ? 
Dost thou know who made thee. 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead ; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright ; 
Gave thee such a tender voice. 
Making all the vales rejoice ? 

Little lamb, who made thee ? 

Dost thou know who made thee ? 

Little lamb, HI tell thee ; 

Little lamb, 111 tell thee : 
He b callM by thy name. 
For He calls Himself a Lamb. CL. % ^ 
He is meek, and He is mild, 
Hej2fi^me a little^ 
I a chija^ and( 
W^ are callM by His name. 

Little lamb, God bless thee ! 

Little lamb, God bless thee 1 




'■! ' 

'i. 

t 

• I 'i 
( 



so BLAKR'S POEMS. 

THE LITTLE BLACK BOY. 

My mother bore me in the southern wild, 
And I am black, but O my soul is white I 

White u an angel b the English child. 
But I am black, as if bereaved of light 

Mj mother taught me underneath a tree, 
And, sitting down before the heat of day. 

She took me on her lap and kiss^ me. 
And, pointing to the East, began to say : 

* Look on the rising sun : there God does live. 

And gives His light, and gives His heat away, 
And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive 
Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday. 

' And we are put on earth a little space. 
That we may learn to bear the beams of love ; 

And these black bodies and this sunburnt face 
Are but a ckwd, and like a shady grove. 

• For , when our souls have learned the heat to bear . 
Loud will van ish, we shall hear His voic^ 

Sayio& ^ Come out ficom the grove, my love and care^ 
And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.** ' 

Tims did my mother say, and kissM me. 

And thus I say to little English boy. 
When I from black, and he from white dottd free. 

And round the tent of God like lambs we joy, 

ni shade him from the heat till he can bear 
To lean in joy upon our Father's knee ; 

And then FU stand and stroke his silver hair. 
And be like him, and he will then love me. 
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THE BLOSSOM. 



i 



Merry, merry sparrow I 
Under leaves so green 
A happy blossom 
Sees you, swift as arrow, 
Seek your cradle narrow, 
Near my bosom. 

f Pretty, pretty robin I 

I Under leaves so green 

I A happy blossom 

1 Hears you sobbing, sobbing, 
I Pretty, pretty robin, 
I Near my bosom. 



THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 

When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry * Weep 1 weep I weep ! weep ! ' 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 

There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head. 
That curled lik^^jsifibls back, was shaved ; so I said, 
* Hush, Tom ! never mind it^ for, when your head's 

bare. 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your ghilp hair.' 

And so he was qniet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a*sleeping, he had such a sight !— 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked i a> in coflSns of black . 

B 3 
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And by came an angel, who bad a bright key, 
And he opened the cofiina, and set them all free; 
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they nin 
And wash In a river, and shine in the sun. 

Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind ; 
And the angel told Tom, if he*d be a good boy. 
He'd have God for his father, and never want joy> 



m awcjke, ai 
ith oui >ba^ 



and we rose in th 




LLI2A 



' And so Tom 

And got with ouf^bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was Gold» Tom was happy and 



So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 



THE LITTLE BOY LOST. 

' Father, father, where are you going ? . ... 

O do not walk so fast ! | 
Speak, father, speak to your little boy, 

Or else I shall be losu' « 

The night was dark, no ialh«r was there, 
The child was wet with dew ; . 

The mire was deep, and the child did weep. 
And away the vapour tyti. 




THE LITTLE BOY FOUND. 

The little b^ lost in the lonely fen. 

Led by the wandering light, 
B^gan to ciy, but God, ever nigh, 

Appeared like his father, in white. 
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He kitted the chUd, and by the hand V^, I 

And to his mother brought, '1 -^ { 

>Vho in aonow pale, through the lonely qale, i 
Her little boj weeping sought v. 



\ 



LAUGHING SONG. 

Whbn the green woods Uiflgh. with the voice of joy, 
And the dimpling stream funs Ikughing by ; ^^. 
When the air does laugh with our merry wit, nv 
And the green hill laughs With th\ noise of it ; 

When the meadows laugh with lively green, 

And the granhopper laughs in the merry scene ; • 

When Mary and Suion ahd Emily ^ 

With thtir sweet round mouths sing * Ha ha he I ' 

\ \ 

When the painted birds lAugh in the shade, 

Where our table with cherries and nuts is spread : 

OooM live, and be merry,; and job with qie, 

T» ling the sweet chorus pf 'Ha hi he 1 ' \ 

i ^v \ ■ 

A CRADLE SONG.\ \ 

Sweet dreams, form a shade 
0*er my lovely idfant's head 1 
' Sweet dreams of pleasant streams 

fi|y happy, silent, moony beams 1 

Sweet Sleep, with soft down 
^ Weave thy h^ows an infant crown I 
Sweet Sleep, angel mOd, 
Hover oVr n^ happy child t 
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Sweet sxmles, in the night 
Horer over my delight 1 
Sweet smiles, mother's smiles. 
All the livelong night b^uiles. 

Sweet moans, dovelike sighs, 
Chase not slumber from thy gyes I 
Sweet'moans, sweeter smiles, 
All the dovelike moans b^uilcs. 

I Sleep, sleep, happy child 1 
All creation slept and smiled. 
Sleep, sleep, happy sleep, 
While o'er thee thy mother weep. 

S weet babe, in thy (ac g 
H51y imaye I can ^c e ; 
"Sweet babe, once like thee 
Thy Maker lay, and wept for me : 

Wept for me, for thee, for all, 
When lie was an infant small. 
Thou His image ever see. 
Heavenly face that smiles on thee I 

Smiles on thee, on me, on all, 
I Who became an infant small ; 
llniant smiles are His own smiles ; 
I Heaven and earth to peace beguiles 

THE DIVINE IMAGE. 

To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love^ 
. All pray in their distress. 
And to these virtues of delight 
Retain their thankfulness. 







SOIfGS OF ZlfNOCSlfCS, 



For UxKj, Ktr, Fnce, and Lo*«^ 

!■ God 001 Father dcM ; 
And Hcf^, FItjr, Puce, tnd Lor^ 

b man, HU diild and care. 

For Horcjr haa a himuui bean ; 

Pity, a human &ce ; 
And Lov^ the boman form divine 

And Peace, the human dien. 

Then vtzj man, of evety clime. 

That praji in hia dittccta, 
Piqn to the human foim divine ; 

Lo««^ Merc7, Pitjr, Peace. 
And all mui love the human form. 

In heathen, Turk, oi Jew. 
Where Metc)', Love, and Pity dwell. 

There God it dwelling too. 



HOLY THURSDAY. 

TwAs on a holy Tbunday, thtttionixeotlaceiclean, 
The children walking two and two> in red, and blue, 

and greeni 
Giey-headed beadlet walked belbie, with wat^di ai 

while aa mow, 
TUl into the high dome of Faul'a they like Thame* 



O wha) a mnltilnde they teemed, theie Sowen of 
London townl 

a thi7 tit, *rith radiance all ibeir 
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The hoin of multitude! was there, but mnltllada of 

Thousaodi of little boy* and ^U i«Iii^ thdrla 



Now like a mishty wind they ralieto bnToithtTCiM 

0( like harmoiiiout thanderiogi the won* «f hMVni 

UDOog: 
Beneath them tit the aj^ed men, wbs gaudiui* of ihii 

TheD cheriib [uly, lest you diive aa Ugel bom you 



NIGHT. 

The tun descending ia tbe West, 
Tbe evening star does shine i 
The birds tie silent ia Iheir not. 
And I mutl seek foe mine. 

Tbe moon, like a flower 

In heaven'* high bower, 

With iilent delight. 

Sits and tioikt on the nit^hL 

Farewell, green Aetds and tappjgr 

Where flocks have took delight. 

Where latnbi ht»-e nibbled, ailaU n 

Hie feet of angels bright 
Unteeii, they pOur bJessiog, 
ADd jojr without -ceasing. 
On each bud and blouoa, 
And each alcviMiig boMot. 




Tbay look in entj tboughtlen nett 
Where bicdt are co««Md wum ; 
They ■viMt caves of «*eiy beatt. 
To keep ihem all fran bum : 

irtbcy «ce Any weeping 

That iliould have been sleeping, 

They pour sleep on their head, 

Aod rit dowa I9 tbdr bed. 
When wolves and ligets howl for prey. 
They pitying stand and weep; 
Seeking to drive thdr Ibirst iiWAy, 
And keep Ihem from the sheep. 

But, if thly rush drea-Jful, 

TIm angel*, moU heedful, 

Receive each mitd spirit, 

New worMi to Inherit. 
And then th; lion'* ruddy eye*. 
Shall flow with leors of gold 
And pilylngthc tcntlcr cries. 
And walking round the fold : 

Spring t 'WnUh by Hi* m ee kn ew , 

Aod, by Hb hedth, tickncti. 

ttdrivenaway 

Ftom out tinniortal day. 
* Atkd now bciide thee, bleating lamb, 
I CM He down and sleep, 
i>^h|jiV <« Him who bore thy WM, ' 
Omh atVtr ihee, aod weep. 

K,v.w»»h»Jio)ire'tiiver, 

Mt h^hl mane forever 

ttMU ihin* like the gold, 

All|«u4«'*rihel<>U.' 
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SPRING. 

Sound the flute ! 
Now it's mute I 
Birds delight. 
Day and nightf 
' Nightingale, 
In the dale, 
Lark in sky,— 
Merrily, 
lienily, merrily to welcome in the year. 
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Little boy. 
Full of joy; 
Little girl, 
Sweet and small ; 
Cock does crow. 
So do you ; 
Merry voice. 
Infant noise ; 
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year. 



6 



Little lamb^ 
Here I am; 
G>me and lick 
My white neck ; 
Let me pull 
Your soft wool; 
Let me kiss 
Your soft face ; 
Merrily, merrily we welcome in the year. 



SOf/CS OF INNOCENCE. 



NURSE'S SOMG. 

When tU voIch of cbfldren are tteud on ibe gnca 

And landing If heard on the hill, 
M]r bewt li at rot within my bicasl, 

And everything chc is iiiU. 
'Then oome boaw, nqr ehildtea, the tan it gcw 

And the dmn of nlgjit aiiie ; 
Cone, oome, Ittw off pUf, and let lu aw^, 
Ttll the nocnlng appeai* Id the iluea.' 

• No, M, let u pW, fbi It U yet day. 

And we cannot go to tkep ; 
Beddea, In the ikjr the little birds fly, 

And the luUa are all covered with sheep.' 
'WeU, well, go and pby till the light bdct away, 

And then go home to bed. 
The little oom leaped, and thooted, and United, 

Andallthebillaedwid. 



INFANT JOY. 



' I KAVB no name i 
I am but two day* old.' 

\VhalEhaltIcaIlthee? 

I happy ant, 
1<tj b mj name.' 
SwMtJojrbtUltheel 
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Pieliy joy ! 

Sweet joy, but iwo dqrt oUL 

Sweet joy I cnll the* i . 
Thoa dosi imile, 
I ling the while ; 
Sweet joy befall ihes I 



ADREAH. 

Okci a dream did wek*« a thad« 
O'er my ii^el-pwided bed. 
Thai an emmet lo«t it* way 
When on gnu methougbt I lay. 

Troubled, wfldered, and forlotn. 
Dark, benighted, traTel-worn, 
Ovei many a tangled tfny. 
All heart-broke, I heard her ny i 

* O my childnn I do they cry, 
Do they hear their father ligh? 
Now they look abroad to lee, 
Mow retnin and weep for me,' 

Ktylni^ I dropped a tear i 
Bui I Mw a g)ow-«rorm near. 
Who replied, ' What wailing wight 
Call* the watdmun of the night? 

' I am Mt to light the ground. 
While the beetle goei hi* round i 
Follow now the beetle'a hum j 
Ultle wandcnr, hi* tboe borne r 



SO/fGS OF INNOCENCE. 

ON ANOTHER'S SORROW. 
Can I lee anoiher't woe. 

And uoi Ije in sortow too ? 
Cm I we another's grief, 
And not Mdc Tor Itiod relief? 

Can I lee I fiillicg tear. 
And not fed niy lorraw'E shue ? 
Can ■ bttwT mc hii child 
W«ep, nodie wiih sorrow filled? 

Cut a nothet »it and heu 
An infiuit grain, an infant fear ? 
No, no I never can it be ! 
Nerci, never can it be I 

And can He who smiles on all 
Hearthe wren with $onowg sniill. 
Hear the imall bird's grief and care, 
Hear the woci that infants bear — 
And nol UE beside the nesl, 
Pouring pity in their breul, 
And not tit the cradle near, 
Weeping teai on infant's tear ? 
And not lit both tiigbt and day, 
Wiping all our tears awa/ ? 
O no I never can it be 1 
Never, ttevcr can it be ! 
He doth give His joy to all : 
.. He bccotae* an infant small, 
He become* b man of woe. 
He dotb fiel the sorrow too. 
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Think not tboacMut tigfaft n^ 
And thy Htkci U not by i 
Think not tbon caiut weep ft tew, 
And Ihy Mftker It not w. 

O He fire* to tu Hi* \aj, 
TliU ow grief He nuy iutiaj t 
Till oar grief ii fled ud go&e 
Ha doth dt by Bi tad mcu. 



SONGS OF EXPERIENCE. 




SONGS OF EXPERIENCE. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Hear ibe Toke of tbe Bard, 

Who preMnl. put, and future, teet t 

Wbon cut hftve htari 

llieHotrWoTd 

Tliat walked nm<^ the udeol treei; 

Calling the lapsM loul. 

And weeping ia the evcDJng dew ; ' 

That might control 

The itiny pole. 

And bllen, fallen ligbl renew ! 

'O Earth, Eaith, Ktuml 

Ame from out the d^wy giaa I 

Night i» won, 

And the mom 

Riici &om the'dambiotu loan. 

'Tum away do more j 
Why wot Ibov tun mray ? 
' Theitany Booi, 
The wateiy tbore, 
Ii^m ihM till the bteak of day.* 
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EARTH'S ANSWER. 

Easth nJMd up ber heul 

Fram ihe darknen dread ud dieai, 

Hm light fled, 

Stooy, dread, 

And ber locki oorercd with gity deqiair. 

' Piiioiwd on wklerjribore, 

StuTjp jealouijr does keep 117 den 

Cold iitd hoar ; 

WeefMng o'er, 

I hear the btber of the aadcDt aicn. - 

* Seliiih father of mea t 
Cmel, jealow, idGih fear I 
Caodelieht, 

' Cbaioed in night. 
The virg iw of youth and moraiiig; bear? 

' Doet ipring hide lu jojrj 

When badi and blowomi grew? 

Doe* thcKnm 

Sow by night. 

Or ibe ploughman in -^ "''"«' ploogh ? 

* Break^tiii* heavy chain. 

That doea frecM my booea aronndl 

Sclfiih, vain. 

Eternal bam^ 

That Am kwt with bandage boond.* 
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THE CLOD AND THE PEBBLE. 

' LOTX weketh not itielf to pleaie, 

Nor for itielf bath any cue, 
Bnt for uother gives iis ease, 

And baDdt n hetTen in bell't deqialr.' 

Sa nng % little clod ofclajr, 
Itedden with t&e cattle'i feet. 

Bat K pebble of the brook 
Wubled oul thew metrei meet : 

* Love Kcketb only Self to pleue, 
To bind anotber to iti delight, 

Joyt In u)otber'i lou of ease. 
And build* a hell in heaTeo'a dc^te. ' 



HOLY THURSDAY. 

Ik thit a holy thing to ice 

In a rich and Truiiful land, — 
Babe* reduced to misery, 
Fed with cold and utuioas hand ? 

Ii that tmnblii^ cry a long ? 

Can it be aiongof joy? 
And 10 many childien poor ? 

It I* a land of poverty I 

And Ihar *un doc^ never shine. 
And their field* are bleak ftod bare, 

And thcii waya are £Jled «ritb thonit. 
It [> etenal winter there. 
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Fot where'er the sua doci ihioe. 
And where'er Ihe rain doet fdl. 

Babe can never hucgei Iberc^ 
Nor poverty the roind I^^mJ. 

THE LITTLE GIRL LOST. 
Ik futurity 
I prophesy 

Thai the earth from deep 
(Grave the lenience deep) 
Shall ariie, and teek 
For her Maker meek ; 
And ihedetetl wild 
Become a garden mildi 



Nerec ladea away, 
Loveljr Lyca lay. 
Seven wmmen old 
Lovely Lyea told. 
She had vrandered long, 
HeuiDg wild bird*' loog, 
'Sweet ilcep, oome lo om, 
ttnderaeatb tbi* tree ; 
Do Auher, mother, weep? 
Where can Ifca aleep ? 
* Loct in deKTt wild 
b yoat little child. 
How can Lyca ilcep 
If bci mother weep ? 




SOKGS OF EXPERJENCE. 

'If hei heart does adiCi 
Tien kt tyea wake ; 
IfmjrmoilieT sleep, 
LrnduII not weep, 

'Fiowning, frowning nigbl. 
O'er ihii (toiett bright 
Ltt thy moon ariie, 
While I close my eyes," 

Slccjdng Lyca lay, 
While (he beasls of prey. 
Come from caverns deep, 
Wewed the maid asleep. 

The kingly linn tlood. 

And the virgiit viewed : 
Then he gambolled round 
O'er the hallowed ground. 

Lec^rdi, tlgen, pifty 
Ronnd her at tlie l*y ; 
While the lion old 
Bowed his nunc of gold, 

And her boiom lick. 
And upon her neck. 
From hit eyei of Bune, 
Ruby tetri there cune ; 

While the lionen 
Looccd hei ilender drett. 
And nlked Ihey conveyed 
To cavei the tleepliv; maid. 
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THE LITTLE GIRL FOUNR 
All the Dighl In iroc 
Lyo'* parenU go 
Over vallejn deep, 
While the ileterU weep. 

llred and woe-besoncT 
Hoane with making moan, 
Arm la atm, (even day* 
Tbqr tiaccil the dcKtt wa]«. 
Seven nigbti they tlcep 
Amoiv thadowi deep. 
And dream they ice their child 
Starved in deierl wild. 

Pale through paihleu wayi 
The Tanded image iiray*, 
Famtihed, weeping, weak, 
With hollow piteou ihiiek. 

Riung from unreit. 
The trembling woman prened 
With feet of weuy woe ; 
She could no further go. 

In hii aim* he bore 

HcTi amcd with totrow mc«; 

Tni belbre their way 

A couching lion-lay. 

Turning bock wa* vain : 
SooB hit heavy mane 
Bon them to the ground, 
Th«B ha nalked uonad, 



^J 
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Sm.llina.o his prey; 
But theii feui allay 
When he licks Ihcir hands, 
And silent by Ihem stand*. 
They look upon hisses, 
Filled with deep suiprite ; 
And wondering behold 

A spirit armed in Eo'd. 

On his head a crown, 
On his shoulders down 
Flowed his golden hair. 
Gone was all iheii care. 
' Follow iiie.' he said ; 
' Weep not for ihe maid ; 
In my palace deep, 
Lyca lies asleep.' 
Then they followed 
Where the vision led, 
And saw their sleeping child 
Among tigers wild. 
To this day they dwell 
In a lonely dell, 
Nor fear the wolvish howl 
Xor the lion's growL 



THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 
A LiTTLi^bUcyhing among the snow , 
Orying ' weep I weep 1 ' in notes ol woe ! 
' Where are thy father and mother ? Say I '- 
' They are both ewe up to Che cbuicb to ptay. 




71 BLAKE'S POEMS. 

( Becaotc I wm happ j npon thehealh. 
And •mlled aiaoiig the wintd'a now, 
The; dotbed me in the eloihet of death. 
And tm nrti me to line the notei of wo e, 

' And becwiM I am happy and dance and ling, 
Tbej think tb^ have done me no injniy. 
And an goat to praiie God and Hit priett and kinc, 
Who make np a heaven of ow miieiy. ' 



NURSE'S SONG. 

miiH the voieet of children an hemrd on the groen. 

And whitpeiingt are in the dale, 
Tbed^ofmjr jrontbiifefreihinmjribind, 

iSj lace Innu gicen and pole. 

Tbcn oome borne, mj children, the MO il gone down. 

And the dewi of nig^t arite ; 
Votti ^cing and yoor day are waited in play. 

And 7001 wintei and night In ditgnlM. 



THE SICK ROSE. 

O Rocx, thoa ait oick I 
The inviiible worm, 
(^ That Biei In the night, - 
la the bowling ttonn. 

Ha* Ibnnd oot thy bed 
Ofciiawoujoy, 

And hii duk leeret love 
Doet ibj life dertioy. 
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THE FLY. 



LiTTUcFly, 
Thj tommei'i play 
My tbooEhtlm bcuul 
Hu btuihed smj. 

Annotl 

AflyUkethee? 

OlUtDOt tbOQ 

A DU like rae 7 

(And drink, and ifng, 
. Till (oae blind buid 
Shftll bnub my wing. 

If thought U life 

And itrength ud bi«Mli, 

And the want 

Of thought i* death ; 

Then ami 
A happy By. 



THE ANGEL. 

I DKKAHT a dream t , What can it d 
And that I waa a maiden Queen 
Goaided by aa Angel mild : 
WItlaM WM wai ne'ei bcc>u>cd t 
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And I wept both night and day, 
And he wiped my tears amy ; 
And 1 wept both dny and niglil, 
And hid from him my hcari'i delimit. 
So he took hii wlngt, tmd fled t 
Then the mom bluthed wtj red. 
I dried m]r tean, and armed my few* 
Wth ten Owotukd thield* ud (pew*. 
Soon mr Angd came again ; 
I was armed, he came ia nJo ; 
Fof the time of jrouih wat fled, 
And grey haira were on my bead. 



TlIE TIGER. 
TiCKR, tiger, biunine br^ht 
In the fbreitt of the night. 
What immortal hand or eye f 

Could (nunc t hy fearful lymmeti;^ ? ^**' \^* "A 
In what di «tant da eoi or ikiet 

Bnmt the lite of ihine eye* ? 
On what wi ng» dare he aspire ? 
What the hand dar« *dMjbt£iF 7 

And lAat ihoalder and what art 
Could twiac the unewi of thy heart ? 
Aitd, when thy heart began to beat. 
What dread hUd and what dread feet? 
What the hammer ? what the chain ? 
In what furnace wai thy biun i 
What the anvil ? what dread graq> 
Dare in deadly tenan daip} 



h'f 
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MThen tlw lUn tlnew down ihar ipon. 
And xnMnd heaven witb theit tcftra, 
Did He mO* Hii wotk to lee? 
IM Ha who nwde the lunb make thee ? 

Tiger, tiger, bnmiog biighi 
In Um fbretti of the niEht, 
%Vhet imnMctal bud or eye 
Tim feune Uqr learfnl qmcoetij? 



UY PRETTV ROSE TKEE. 

A nowXK wu ofTered to me, 
Such ft flower u May never bore ; 

But I nid, ' I've a pretty loie tree,' 
And I pUKd the iwect Sower o'er. 

Then I went to my pretty rote tree, 
To lend her by day and by nieht ; 

Bnt my rote tamed away with jealoosy, 
And her tbonu were my only delight. 



AH, SUNFLOWER. 

Ah, Sonflower, weuy of time. 

Who counl«st the bleps of the nm ; 

S t^lrln ) ^ after that sweet goldeo dime 
Where the traveller's jomfley ii done % 



Where the Youth pined iwiy with 
And Ibe pale ▼irgin shrouded 

-AriM Irom thdr gnvei. and aipire 
When 119 Sunflower withei lo (o I 



^s-^^ 
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THE ULY. 
Thk modal Row pott forth ■ tboin, 
The humUe iheep a thrckt'oiiig bom i 
^ While ih e Lily WhiKj hall in lore deliehl, 

V* b I Nor ft tlwni nor a Uueat dak lier Ixau^ bright. 

THE GARDEN OF LOVE. 

I WKNT to the Gardeo of Lore, 

Aad MW what I ne*er had leen t 
A Chapel irai built in the midit. 

Where I nied to p1«r on the green. 
And the satet of thit Chapel vete ihut, 

And ' Thou thalt not * writ o*ei the door i 
So I turned to the Garden of Lore 

That to many tweet flowers bore. 
And I law It waa GUed with gtavet. 

And tombitonet where flower* tbould be ; 
And prietti in black j^wnt were waJkinjr their rouadt. 

And binding with brian my joyi and detirct. 

THE UTTLE VAGABOND. 

Dkak mother, dear moiber, the Church ia cold t 
But the AlehouH ia healtl^, and plcavnt, aad warm. 
Bcvdcs, I cui tell where I am uied well ; 
Sndi nnge u heaven will never do well. 
But, if at the Church they would give ut tonu al^ 
And a pUamni fire our louli to regale, 
We'd sue ">d we'd pray all the Urelooe day. 
Nor «*«r ooM with Craa Iba Chaidt to ttaj. 




SOJfGS OF EXPERIENCS. 77 

Tlica the hnon m^l pTeac}i, and drinic, ud Bog, 
And we'd be u lupi? m btidt in the tpring ; 
And modot Dune liurcb, who ii alw»yi at cbnrdi. 
Would not have beady children, nor fatting, aor 
UrcL 

And God, like a btber, rejoicing to mc 

Hit childKn at pleatant and hapfy as He, 

Would have do nore quaml with the Devil or the 

Und, 
Sot Um Ud^ and give him both drink and apparel 



LONDON. 

I WAKDKK through each chartered Ureet, 
Near where the chartered Thame* doet fl( 

A'tnark in every Ikce I meet, 
Maritt of w 



In every in 
In every vcuce, in e very ban , 
The nund-foiged manacle* I hear t 

How the ciiininey-tweeper'* cry 

Every blackening church appal*, 
And the haplesi soldter'a tigh 

Rum in blood down palace-wall*. 

Bat most, throogh midnight ttreeti I hear -— — a -^ 

_ . How the youthful hulot'i cune \ I 

Blaatt the Mw-bom infant'* tear, V I 

And bli^Ui with plague* the manitge-beane. "■^"^ 
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THE HUMAN ABSTRACT. 

:pITy would be no mote 
If we did Dol make (omebod]r poor. 
And Mercy no more could be 
If all were as happy as we. 

And mutual fear bri^ Peace, 
Till the selfish love* inciease) 
Then Cruelly kniua snare, 
And Eprcads^hlt baits wilb cue. 

He als down with holy fean, 
And waters the ground with tgp } 
Then H^milit^ lakesils root 
UndGmenlh his foot. 

Soon spreads the dism al stafe 
Of Myster y over bis hend. 
And the caieipillar and fly 
(^i^Km the Myriery. 

And ifbeaik the fruit o( Decat, 
Ruddy and sweet to eat, 
And the raven his nest has m*^ 
In iu ihiclcest shade. 



The godi oftbe earth and ie« 

'Sought'ibTough uiture lo find thii iree^ 
But thrit tearcb was all in nun : 
Tbere^oiJ^oae in the hunun Brain, 
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INFANT SORROW. 



A POISON TREE. 

I WAS angry with my friend : 

I told my wmth, my wrmth did end. 

I was angry with my foe : 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

And I watered it in fears 
Kight and morning with my tean» 
And I sunned it with smiles 
And with soft deceitful wiles. 

And it grew both day and night, 
Till it bore an apple bright, 
And my foe. beheld it shine. 
And he knew that it was mine,'— 

And into my garden stole 

"When the night had veiled the pole ; 

In the morning, glad, I see 

My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 



V 



\ 



V 



My mother groaned, my father wept i j \ 

Into the dangeroas world I leapt. 
Helpless, naked, piping loud. 
Like a fiend hid in a doad. 



' 1 



Struggling in my iatber's hands. 

Striving against my swaddling bands. 

Bound and weary, I thought best 

To sulk upon my mother's bieasL 1 |i 



. i 
■I 
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A LITTLE BOY LOST. 

' Nought loves another as itself, 

Nor venerates another so, 
Nor is it possible to thought 

A greater than itself to know. 

' And, father, how can I love you 

Or any of my brothers more ? 
I love yon like the little bird 

That picks up crumbs around the door.' 

The Priest sat hy and heard the child ; - 
In trembling zeal he seized his hair. 

He led hun by his litUe coat. 
And all admired the priestly care. 

And standing on the altar high, 

' Lo, what a fiend is here 1 ' said he \ 

* One who sets reason up for judge 
Of our most holy mystery.* 

The weeping child could not be heard. 
The weeping parents wept in vain : 

They stripped him to his little shirt. 
And bound him in an iron chain. 

And bomed him in a holy place 
Where many had been burned before ; 

The weeping parents wept in vain. 
Are sudi things done on Albion's shore? 



I 
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A LITTLE GI 




ST. 



j£hL 



of the oight 



Children of die fattm u^. 
Reading thb indigiuuit p«ge, 
Know that in a ibnner time 
Love, tweet lore, was thoog^^a crime. 

In the age of gold, 
FVee dram winter's cold, 
Yoath and maiden bright, 
To the hdy lig^t. 
Naked in the sonny beams 

Once a youthful pair. 
Filled with softest care. 
Met in garden bright 
Where the holy light 
Had just removed the 

There, in riling day, 

On the grass they play ; 

Parents were afisur, 

Strangers came not 

And the maiden soon /oreot her fear. 

Tired with kisses sw< 

They agree to meet 

When the silent sl( 

Waves o'er heaven'k deep, 

And the weaiy tire^ wanderers weep. 

To her &thei 
Came the mai 
But his lo 



' Like ihe Uy bo ok, \ 

/ All Eer tender limbs withlterror shook. ^ 
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Onty ptle and weak^ 
To thy lather speak I 
O the trembling fear 1 
O the dismal care 
That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair ! ' 

A DIVINE IMAGE. 

Cruelty has a human heart. 
And Jealoosjr a human fiice ; 

Terror the human form divine. 
And Secreqr the human dress. 



I l^v ^ f V ^ ^^ human dress is forgid iron, 
* V^ "^ '^^ human form a fiery forge, 

^ *- ^The human fiice a fiimace sealed. 

The human heart its hungry gorge. 



v> 
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A CRADLE SONG. 

Sleep, sleep, beauty bright. 
Dreaming in the jojrs of night : 
Sleep, sleep ; in thy sleep 
Little sorrows sit and weep. 

Sweet babe, in thy face 
Soft desires I can trace. 
Secret jojrs and secret smiles, 
little pretty in£uit wiles. 

As thy softest limbs I fed, 
Smiles as of the morning steal 
O'er thy cheek, and o'er thy breast 
Where thy little heart doth rest 
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O the tanning wiles that creep 
In thy little heart asleep ! 
When thy little heart doth wake, 
Then the dreadful light shall break. 



THE SCHOOLBOY. 

I Lovi to rise in a summer mom, 
When the birds sing on every tree ; 

The distant huntsman winds his horn. 
And the skylark sings with me : 
O what sweet company ! 



But to go to school in a summer mom^j^ 

O it drives all joy away I 
Under a cruel eye outworn. 

The little ones spend the day 

In sighing snd dismay. 



Ah then at times I drooping sit. 
And spend many an anxious hour ; 

Nor in my book can I take delight. 
Nor sit in learning's bower. 
Worn through .with the dreary shower. 



How can the bird that is bom for joy 
Sit in a cage and sing ? 

How can a child, when fears annoy. 
But droop his tender wing, 
And forget his youthful spring? 



G 3 
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I fiUher and mother, if buds are nipped, 

And blossoms blown away ; 
And if the tender plants are stripped 
Of their joy in the springing day, 
By sorrow and care's dinnay,— 

How shall the summer arise in joy. 
Or the sunmer fruits appear ? 

Or how shall we gather what griefs destroyt 
Or bless the mellotring year, 
When the blasts of winter appear? 



TO TIRZAH. 

Whatb'£R b bom of mortal birth 
Must be consume with the earth. 
To rise from generation free : 
Then what have I to do with thee? 

The sexes sprung from shame and pride, 
Blowed in the mom, in evening died ; 
But merqr changed death into sleep ; 
The sexes rose to work and weep. 



Thou, mother of my mortal part, 
V^th cruelty didst mould my heart. 
And with false self-deceiving tears 
Didst blind my nostrils, eyes, and ears, 

m 

Didst dose my tongue in senseless clay, 
And me to mortal life betray. 
The death of Jesus set me free : 
Then what have I to do with thee? 
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THE VOICE OF THE ANCIENT BARIX 

YoUTM of dtUght 1 come hither 

And M« the opeaiag mom, 

Image of Truth new; 

Dottbt it fledt >n fSc£ 3^f reason. 

Dark dUputti wmlTSm teazing. 

Folly It an tndlemMaie ; 

Tangled root ^perp^ ^ ways ; 

How many baveuJlen there 1 

They itumhle all night over booet of the dead ; 

And feel«*they know not what but care ; 

And wlih to lead otherii when they ihoold be led. 






■ 



IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. 



IDEAS OF GOOD AND 
EVIL. 



DAYBREAK. 
To find ihe wesiem paih, 
Right Ihrough the galei of wrath 

I urge my way ; 
Sweet morning leads me on j 
Wiih soft icpcniaot moan 

I see the break of day. 
The war of swords and spears. 
Melted by dewy tears. 

Exhales on high ; 
The tun is freed from fears, 
And with soft grateful tears 

Aicends the sky. 

THE WILD FLOWER'S SONG. 
As I wandered in the forert 

The green leaves among, 
I heard a wild flower 

Singing ■ *ong. ' 

' I slept in the earth 

In the silent night i 
I murmured my thoughii, 

And I lelt delight. 
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* In the morning I went. 

As rosy as mom, 
To seek for new joy, 

But I met with scorn.' 



AUGURIES OF INNOCENCE. 

To see the world in a grain of sand. 
And a heaven in a wild flower ; 

Hold infinity in the palm of your hand. 
And eternity in an boor. 



YOUNG LOVE. 

Afts not the joys of morning sweeter 

Than the joys of night ? 
And are the vigorous joys of youth 

AshamM of the light? 

Let age and sickness silent rob 

The vineyard in the night ; 
But those who bum with vigorous youth 

Flock fruiu before the li^^t? 



THE BIRDS. 

HB. 

Whxrk thou dwellest, in what grove, 
Tell me, f»k one, tell me, love ; 
Where thou thy charming nest dost build, 
O thou pride of ^^ fieki I 
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Yonder itandt a lonely tree : 
There I live and moom for thee. 
Morning drinks my silent tear, 
And evening winds my sorrow bear. 

HB. 

thoQ summer's harmony, 

1 have lived and mourned for thee ; : 
Each day I moan along the wood, 
And night hath heard my sorrows loud. 

*8HB. 

Dost thoo truly long for me ? 
And am I thus iweet to thee ? 
Sorrow now is at an end, 
O my lover and my friend 1 

HB. 

Come ! on wings of joy we*Il fly 
To where my bower is hung on high ; 
Come» and make thy calm retreat 
Among green leaves and blossoms sweet 



THE LAND OF DREAMS. 

AWAKK, awake, my Uttle boy 1 
Thou wast thy mother's only joy. 
Why dost thou weep in thy genUe sleep ? 
Awake 1 tlqr fi^<^ ^^^ t|^ keep. 
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* O what land is the land of dreams ? 
What are its mountains and what are its streams?* 
'O &ther ! I saw my mother there, 
t ; Among the lilies by waters iair. 



I 



' Among the lambs clothM in white. 

She walked with her Thomas in sweet delight 

(| I wept for joy, like a dove I moum-^ 

•i; O. when shall I again return?' 

\ * Dear child ! I also by pleasant streams 

Have wandered all night in the land of dreams ; 
But, though calm and warm the waters 
I ooold not get to the other side.' 



I 



,• 



'Father, O father I what do we here. 
In this land of unbelief and fear? 
The land of dreams is better far, 
Above the light of the morning star.' 



I TO MR. BUTTS. 

To my friend Butts I write 
\ My first yiaon of light. 

On the yellow sands sitting. 
The sun was emitting 
I His glorious beams 

From heaven's high streams. 
Oversea, overland. 
My eyes did expand 
Into regions of air, 
Away from all care ; 
Into regions of fire. 
Remote firom desire : 



I 
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The light of the xnoniing 



■I 



Heaven'ii mountains Adorning. ! 

In ptrtides bright, , i 

The jeweb of light ' [ 

Distinct shone and clear. 

Amased and in fear • 

I each particle gated, \ • 

Astonished, amazed ; 

For each was a man 

Human-formed. Swift I ran. 

For they beckoned to me, ' ■ 

Remote by the sea, ! 

Saying : * Each grain of sand, \ 

Every stone on the land, i • 

Each rock and each hill, \ 

Each fountain and rill. 

Each herb and each tree, ^ • 

Mountain, hill, earth, and sea, I 

Qottd, meteor, and star, ' 

Are men seen afar.' 

I stood in the streams 

Of heaven's bright beams, 

And saw Felpham sweet 

Beneath my bright feet. 

In soft female charms ; 

And in her fair arms 

My shadow I knew. 

And my wife's shadow too. 

And my sister and friend. 

We like infants descend 

• 

Jn our shadows on earth. 
Like a weak mortal birth. 
My eyes more and more. 
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jj tike a Ma wiihont ihore, 

jj Continue expanding, 

I , The heavens commanding, 

I Till the Jewell oT lighl, 

' Heavenly men beaming bri^it, 

I Appeared ai one man, 

' I Who complacent be(pn 

'; Mj limbi to infold 

'■ In hii beami of bright (joUI t 

' Like Attisa purged Away 

All my mire acd my day. 

Soft consumed in delight, 
j. In tut bocom tun-bri^t 

, I Temained. Soft he smiled. 

And I beard hisvoice mild, 

Saying This is my /old, 
I O thou ram homed with gold. 

Who awakeit from sleep 
' On the lidei of the deep. 

I On the mouDlains around 

' The rollings resound 

■ Of the lion and wolf, 

I The loud Fca and deep gulpb. 

I These are guards of my fold, 

O thou lain homed with gold.' 

Add the voice faded mild,— 
I I remained u a child t 

i All I ever bad known, 

I Before me bright ihooa ; 

', I tarn yen and your wife 

^ Ibe fonntaiia of lila. 

Sndi the viiian to DM 

Appeared oe the «••• 
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TO BfY DEAR FRIEKD, MRS. ANNA 
'FLAXMAN. 



Away to tweet Felpbam, for hcftven is there. 
The ladder of aogels descends through the air ; 
On the turret its spiral does softly descend, 
Throng the viUase then winds, at my cot it does end. 

Yon stand in the village and look up to heaven ; 
The predoQs stones glitter on flight seventy-seven ; 
And my brother is there ; and my friend and thine 
Descend and ascend with the braul and the wine. 

The bread of sweet thought and the wine of delight 
Feed the village of Felpham by day and by night ; 
And at his ovm door the bless*d hermit does stand, 
Dispensing* unceasing, to all the wide land. 



THE PILGRIM. 

PHais dressed like beauty's queen, 
JeUicoe in faint pea-green, 
Sitting all beneath a grot, 
WKtit the litUe hunbkins trot. 

MaUsM dancing ;— lovers sporting ; 
AU the country folks a-courting, 
JS^Maiw Johnny, Bob and Joe, 
IdCMy ti^ppiagoD a row. 



This song to the flower of FUxman's joy; ( 

To the blossom of hope, for a sweet decoy ; 

Do all that yoo can, or all that you may. 

To entice him to Felpham and (ar away. j ^ 
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Happy people, who can be 
In happinen compared to ye ? 
The pilgrim, with his crook and hat, 
j I Sees your happiness complete. 

PROVERBS. 

« 

A Robin Redbreast in a cage 
Puts all heaven in a rage ; 
A dove*hoase filled with dovei and pigeons 
Shudders hell through all its regions. 
A dog starved at his master's gate 
i Predicts the ruin of the state ; 

A game-cock clipped and armed for fight 
Doth the rising sun affright ; 
A horse misused upon the road 
Calls to heaven for human blood. 
Every wolfs and lion's howl 
Raises from hell a human soul ; 
Each outcry of the hunted hare 
A fibre from the brain does tear ; 
\ A skylark wounded on the wing 

I Doth make a cherub cease to sing. 



He who shall hurt the little wren 

Shall never be beloved by men ; 
j He who the ox to wrath has moved 

Shall never be by woman loved ; 
J 11 He who shall train the hor^ to war 

I ' . Shall never pass the Polar Bar. 

' ( The wanton boy that kills the fly 

I '• Shall feel the spider's enmity ; 

He who torments the chafer's sprite 
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Weaves a bower in endless night 

The caterpillar on the leaf 

Repeats to thee thy mother's grief; j 

The wild deer wandering here and there - j 

Keep the hnman soul from care ; | 

The lamb misused breeds public strife^ \ 

And yet foigivet the butcher's knife. * 

Kill not the moth nor butterfly, | 

For the last judgment draweth nigh ; i 

The beggar's dog and widow's cat, ) 

Feed them and thou shalt grow fat. | 

Every tear from every eye \ 

Becomes a babe in eternity ; 

The bleat, the bark, bellow, and roar. 

Are waves that beat on heaven's shore. 

The bat that fliu at close of eve 
Has left the brain that won't believe ; 
The owl that calls upon the night 
-Speaks the unbeliever's fright ; 
The gnat that sings his summer's song 
Poison gets from Slander's, tongue ; 
The poison of the snake and newt 
Is the sweat of Envy's foot ; 
The poison of the honey-bee 
Is the artist's jealousy ; 
The strongest poison ever known 
Came from Csesar's laurel crown. 

Nought can deform the human race 
Like to the armourer's iron brace ; 
The' soldier armed with sword and gun 
Pdsied itrikM the summer's sun. 
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When gold and gems adorn the plon^^ 
To peaceful arts shall Envy bow. 
The beggar's rags fluttering in air 
Do to rags the heavens tear ; 
The prince's robes and beggar's ragy 
Are toadstools on the miser's bags. 

One mite wrung from the labourer't hands 
Shall buy and sell the miser's lands. 
Or, if protected from on high, 
Shall that whole nation sell and buy ; 
The poor man's farthing is worth more 
Than all the gold on Afric's shore. 
The whore and gambler, by the state 
Licensed, build that nation's fate ; 
The harlot's cry from street to street 
Shall weave Old England's winding-sheet; 
The winner's shout, the loser's cune* 
Shall dance before dead England's hearse. 

He who mocks the infant's fiuth 
Shall be mocked in age and death ; 
He who shall teach the child to doubt 
The rotting grave shall ne'er get out ; 
He who respects the infant's faith 
Triumphs over hell and death. 
The babe is more than swaddling-bands 
Throughout ail these human lands ; 
ji Tools were made, and bor^ were hands» 

Eveiy farmer understands. 
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The questioner who sits to sly 
Shall never know how to reply ; 
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H« ^Mln ifplies to words of doubt 
Dolli pit tlie }a^\ of knowledge out } 
A ndA^ or the cridcet*! cry, 
Is 10 dmbt a fit reply. 
TItt dttld^ tofs and the old man's reasons 
Aft tlie fitaits ofthe two seasons. 
TItt MunH^ inch and eagle*s mile 
Uakt luM philosophy to smile. 
A tfoth tbat^ told with bad intent 
BmH all the lies you can invent 
Ha who doabts from what he sees 
VFSU oeV belie?e, do what you please ; 
K the tan and moon should doubt, 

TWxM immediately go ouL 

« 

£ttiy oi^t and every mom 
Soma to misery are bom ; 
£««fy mom and every night 
Some are bom to sweet delight ; 
Sone are bom to sweet delight, 
Sone are bom to endless nighu 
Joy and woe are woven fine, 
A clothing for the soul divine ; 
Under tfciy grief and pine 
Runs a joy with silken twine. 
It is fight it should be so ; 
Man was made for joy and woe ; 
And, when this we r%htly know, 
Saf^y through the world we go. 

VTo aft kd to believe a lie 
\Yh^ we see with not through the eye, 
Wudi was bom in a night to perish in a night 
^iVlMA tht aoiil slept in beams of light 

H 2 
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God sppewt, and God it light 

To thote poor loalt who dwell in siEhti 

Bnt doth » bnnun fotm dlipUy 

To tbow who dw«11 la rcalmf of day. 



THE GATES OF PARADISE. 
iNTtODtrcnoM. 

UUTDAL tbtgiTCiKM of each vicc^ 
Such HC the Catei of Puadiie, 
Againtt ihe Accotei'i chief detiie. 
Who vrtlked among the tione* of fire. 
Jehovab't fingert wrote the Law : 
He wept ; then ra«e in leol and awe. 
And, in the midit of Sinai'i heat, 
Hid it beneath His Mercy-seaL 

O Chriuiani ! Chiittian* t tell me why 
Yoa rear it on jour altan b^ I 

Tui Keys of thi Gatis. 

Tut caierjHllai on the leaf 
Reminds thee of thy mother"* pief 
My Eternal Man let in repote. 
The Female from hii darkaeki roM} 
And ihe found me beneaiji a tree, 
A mandrake, and in her veQ hid .it& 



Of good and eril, tiitoe, vice. 
Doabt ttlf-Jcaloat, watery fally, 
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Straggling through Earth's meUncholy. 
Naked in air, in shame and fear, 
.Blind in fire, with shield and spear, 
Two horrid reasoning cloven fictions, 
In doubt which is self-contradiction, 
A dark hermaphrodite I stood, — 
Rational troth, root of evil and good* 
Round me, flew the flaming sword ; 
Round her, snowy whirlwinds roared. 
Freezing her veil, the mundane shelL 
I rent the veil where the dead dwell : 
When weary man enters his cave. 
He meets hb Saviour in the grave* 
Some find a female garment there^ 
And some a male, woven with care, 
Lest the sexual garments sweet 
Should grow a devouring winding-sheet. 
One dies I alas ! the living and dead 1 
One is slain, and one is fled ! 
In vain-glory hatched and nursed, 
By double spectres, self-accursed. 
My son I my son ! thou treatest me 
But as I have instructed thee. 
On the shadows of the moon, 
QimUng through night's highest noon : 
In Time's ocean faUing, drowned : 
In aged ignorance profound. 
Holy and cold, I clipped the wings 
Of all sublunary things : 
And in depths of icy dungeons 
Ck)sed the father and the sons. 
But, when once I did desoy 
The Immortal VLuk that cannot die. 
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Ihroiigli eroiiiiK (badet I hute away 
To doK the laboun of my day. 
Tlw door at DeUb I open fonod, 
And the wonn weaWng in dw gmond t 
Tboa'rt mjr mother, (ram the womb ) 
Vnfe, utcr, daughter, to the tomb t 
Weaving to ilreami the lexual itrile. 
And weeping over the web of life. 



< TnuLY, oqr Satan, thou art but a dunce, 
, j And dost not know the garment (rom the nun j 

. 1 EToy harlot wa* a virgin once, 
j ,' Nor aunt thou ever change Kate into Nan> 

I I Though thoa art wonbipped by tbe name* dhriM 
j li Of Jeiui and JehoTah, thou art itill 

I •\ . Tlie MD of morn in weary night't decline, 
!i The iMt tiKTcUer*! dream under the hilL 



A SONG OF SORROW. 

LiAVX, O leave me to my tonowi 
Here 111 tit and tade away 
Till I'm nothii^ bat a tpirit. 
And I lore thii form of cl^. 
llicn if chance along thi* forert 
Any walk in patblna w»yt, 
Thiooi^ the ^oom he'll kc my ihadov. 
Heir mj Toioe npon the brecae. 
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IN A MYRTLE SHADE. 

TO ■ lovdy njmle bound, 
Till ■■ mil dtowering all around, 
O horw weak uld wear? I 
y myrtle lie t 



Wlij ihevld I be bound to thee, 
O nqr lon^ myrtle-tree ? 
Leva, ftat Iotci annol be bound 
Tb iqr tna ibat pow* on ground. 



FREEDOM AND CAPTIVmT. 

LOVB ta bolt* i* alwayt blind, 

AtwKyt is lo joy incliaed, 

XawIcm, 'winged, nnconfined. 

And btcalk* «U chaini fron every mind. 



TW HvU oTmen are bought and told 
la MlUcled Infancy for gold, 
And ywtltt to ilaiigbter-housei ledi 
Aad bwuty, Cx « Ut of bread. 
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TKE TWO THRONES. 
I kOti up tt tiw d»WD of day, 
* Gel Ihee awar I get thee awaf 1 
Pnyte then for richet? Aw^l ewiqrl 
TUi i* the IbnNie of Mimmon Krejr.* 

I nid, ' Thit nre it reiy odd, 
I took it to be the throne of God. 

\ Eveiyihii^ ebe beiide* I hive, 

'i ' It'* ooljr riches I can aa.it. 

I ' I hiTc mental joyi and meetal health, 

|,' Mental friendi and mental wealth. 

' I've a wife that I lore and that love) me, 

'\ I've aU hot riches bodilj. 

|| ^ * I am La God'i presence night and dajr, 

\y He never tum* His face awajr. 

The Acctuet of Sin* hj mj *lde doe* standt 
|l And be bold* mj mott^-bagi in hit hand. 

I , 'For mj wocldlj thing* God make* him pay, 

' ; And he'd paj for more If to him I would pcaj. 

i ' And Ton may do the wont yon can do ; 

I B« asnred. Mi. Devil, I won't pray to jfou. 

I j 'Thenlf for debet I mail not pnqr, 

', I God kiwwt, I little of praycn need say. 

I So, At ■ chnrdi it known by itt steeple, 

j! j If I pny, it mutt be fca other people. 

I * He taya. If I don't worship him foe a ^od, 

' ' I diall eat coaner tooA and go wone thod ; 

', ! Bat aa I don't value nuh ibingi ai these, 

j ! Von mntf do^ Mr. Devil, Jwt at God plesM.' 
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NIGHT AND DAV. 

Silent, lUent Nif^, 
Queach Ih« holy light 
Ofthytofchetbri^l 

of Day, 

Thotuand spinis stray. 
That iireet joji beti^. 

Vniy thould joyi be iwect 

U(id with decdl. 

Nor wUbMirows meet? 

Bot Ml hooett joy 
Doth itteir deUioj 
Foi ft hulot GOf . 



i jl THE TWO SONGS. 



I HIAKD on uigel tiitpag. 
When the day was sprir^ui); i 

Mercy, piiy, lod pfiOM, 
An the world'i Mleaie.' 

Ttu* be HUE ftU dftj 

Orer the new'tnown hay. 
Till ibe tua went down. 
And baycock* lookid brown. 

I beud a deril cnne 
Over the heath and the fan« i 
' HcKj could be no more 
If then wtn Dobodf poor. 
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And along ihe pavemenl »weet. 

Set wiLh pcarli uid nitres bright, 
A-U hi» AiiHTig lenjlh he drew,— 

im upon the iltu whits 

Vdmited hi* poitoo oat 

Oa Ihe bread and oo the wine. 
So I Inmed into e itj. 

And bid ne down txaaog (be twiiic. 



SCOFFERS. 

Mock on, oiodc on, Voltaire, Rouneea, 
Mock on, mock on ) 'tit ftU in vain ; 

Yoo throw the duit againit the wind. 
And the wind blowt it back again. 

And vtvj atone become* a gem. 
Reflected in the beam* divine | 

Blown back, they blind the moddiq[ ^a^ 
But Mill in Itnel'* path* thejr ahane. 



|1 Tbe Mon» of Deatooitu* 

'{ And Newton'* pHtidei of light 

I : An ttnd* upon the Red Sea iborc, 

'-, I Wbere Imel^ tent* do ihiae ao bri^ 
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THE GREY MONK. 




• I SEE, I see,' the Moihet said, 




• bir childien shall die Toi lack of bread I 




What more has the merciless tyrant said 7' 




The Monk sat down on her stony bed. 




His eye was dcy, no leus could Sow, 




A hollow groan bespoke his woe \ 




At length a leeble Cry he £aid : 




He trembled and shuddered upon the bed- 








In the shadowy houn oftlecp midnight, 




Kc lold me that all I wrote should prove 




The bane of all (hat on earth I love. 


' 


' My hrother starved between two walls ; ' 




Thy children's cry my soul appals. 


t 


I mock It the rackaod the grinding chain ; 




■ My bent body mocks at their lorturiog pain. 




■ Thy lather drew his sword in the North, 




With lu( thousands strong he is marched &ith. 




Thy brother >ias armed himself in steel. 




To avenge the wrongs thy children fed. 




■ Bol winlhe sword and vaan the bow, 


', 


Tbey never can work war's oveiihrow. 




The hermit's prayer and the widow's te«r 




AloM can &ee th* world from («ar.' 





The hand of TCDgeuiee Mi)ght the bed 
To. which tb« ptuple tyrant Bed ; 
Hie iron band cruihed the tynnt'a bead. 
And bacane ft tynnt ia hit McAd. 
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Until the tyrant himself lelent. 
The lymut who the firel black bow bent. 
Slaughter ihall heap the bloody pUin ; 
ResiiloDce and war ii the tyiMit't gulD. 
But the tear of love uid forgiveness (wect, 
And iubmiuion to death bcnMih hi* leet ; 
The leai shall melt the sword of tteel, 
And every wound it has mad; shall bcaL 
For the tear is an intellectual thing. 
And a sigh is the sword of an Ancel King j 
And the Utter groan of a marlyi*! woe 
Is an arrow from the Alroighiy'i bow. 

THE EVERLASTING GOSPEL. 

Thb ^nsioB of Christ that thon don icei 
It m]r vision's greatest enemy. — 

Thine is the Friend of all Mankind, 
Mine speaks in Parables lo the blind. 
Thine loves the tune world that mine bUca, 
Thy heaven-doors are my heUc^tes. 
Socrala laught what Mclitus 
Loathed a* a nation^ Uttetett cune. 
And Caiapbas Wis, in bi* own mind, 
A benefactor to mankind. 
Doth read the Bible ilay aai ni^t, 



Wot Jenu bumble, ordid He 

Give any [hooI* of bnmility ; 

BoMt orU^ things with a bumble too^ 

Aad s^ with charity a rtoac 7 
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When bat a child He ran away, 
And left Hit parenU in dismay ; 
When they had wandered all day long» 
These were the words upon His toogoe, 

* No earthly parents I confess, 

I am doing My Father's business.' 

When the rich learned Pharisee 

Came to consult Him secretly. 

Upon his heart with iron pen 

He wrotCy ' Ye must be bom again.' 

He was too proud to take a bribe ; 

He spoke with authority, not like a scribe. 

He says, with most consummate art, 

' Follow Me ! I am meek and lowly of heart,' 

As that is the only way to escape 

The miser's net and the glutton's trap. 

He who loves his enemies hates his friends. 

This surely Mras not what Jesus intends, 

But the sneaking pride of heroic schools. 

And the scribes and Pharisees' virtuous rules ; 

But He acts with honest triumphant pride^ 

And this is the cause that Jesus died. 

He did not die with Christian ease. 

Asking pardon of His enemies. 

If He had, Caiaphas would forgive : 

Sneaking submission can always live. 

He had only to say that God was the Devil* 

And the Devil yras God, like a Christian civil 

Mild Christian regrets to the Devil confess 

For affronting him thrice in. the wilderness. 

lik^ to Priestly and Bacon and Newton, 

Poor spiritual knowledge is not worth a button* 

He had soon been bloody Cesar's el( 
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And at last He would have been Caesar 
And thus the Gospel St Isaac confutes, 

* God is only known by His attributes. 
And as for the indwelling of the Holy Ghost, 
Or Christ and His Father, it*s all a boast. 
Or pride and fallacy of the imagination. 
That disdains to follow this world's fiuhioo,' 
To teach doubt and experiment, 
Certainly was not what Christ meant. 

What was He doing all that time 
From ten years old to manly prime? 
Was He then idle, or the less 
About His father's business ? 
Or was His wisdom held in scorn 
Before His wrath began to bum 
In miracles throughout the land 
That quite unnerved the seraph hand ? 
If He had been anti-Christ, creef^ng Jesus, 
He*d have done anything to please us : 
Gone sneaking into synagogues. 
And not used the elders and priests like dogi^ 
But humble as a lamb or ass 
Obeyed Himself to Caiaphas. 
God wants not man to humble himself. 
That is the trick of the antient elf. 
This is the race that Jesus ran. 
Humble to God, haughty to man ; 
Cnrnng the rulers before the people. 
Even to the temple's highest steeple. 
And when He humbled Himself to God, 
' ' 1 Then descended the cruel rod. 

* If thou humblest Tfaytelf thou humblest Me. 
Thoa also dwelkst in cuiflity. 
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Thon irt ■ Buta> God U do moie. 
Thine own hunniiy Icara to adi»e ; 
for Uuu it Uf tpicit of life. 
Awake, uIm to tpiriluol sirife. 
And Thy reveoge abroad display, 
Id tenon at tlw last judgment day. 
God'i mercy and loog-sulfeiiDg 
Are tut the tinner lo justice to bnng. 
Tfaoo on the croas for them ihall pray, 
And talta rerenge at the list day.' 
}t*at replied in thundeit hurled, 
* I nerci will pny foe the world ; 
Once I did to when I prayed in the garden, 
I withed to talce with Me a bodily pordoa. 
Can that whidi was of woniiu bom. 
In the abtence of the mom. 
When the loul fell into sleep. 
And orchangelt round did weep. 
Shooting out agftinst the light, 
- Fibret of a deadly night, 
Reatoning upon its own dark liclion, 
In doubt which U self-contradiction ? 
Humility ia only doubt, 
And doea the tun and moon blot out. 
Roofing over with ihorm and Menu 
The buried lOuI and all its gems. 
Thii life's Eve windows of Ibe soul 
Distort the heavens from pole to pole. 
And lead you to believe a lie. 
When you tee vnth not through the eye 
Which wai born in a ni(;ht to perish in a night. 
When the loul slept in beams of light.' 
John from the wilderness loud cried 
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Satan gloried in his pride. 

' Come/ said Satan, ' come away, 

ni soon see if You obey. 

Tohn for disobedience bled. 

But You can turn the stone to bread. 

God's high King and God's high Priest 

Shall plant their glories in Your breast 

If Caiaphas You will obey, 

If Herod You with bloody prey. 

Feed with the sacrifice and be 

Obedient ; fall down, worship me.' 

Thunder and lightnings broke around. 

And Jesus' voice in the thunder's sound. 

' Thus, I seise the spiritual prey. 

Ye smiters with disoise, give way. 

I come your King and God to seize, 

Is God a smiter with disease ? ' 

The God of this World raged in vain. 

He bound old Satan in His chain, 

And, bursting forth His furious ire. 

Became a chariot of fire. 

Throughout the hind He took His cooxie. 

And traced diseases to their source. 

He cursed the scribe and Pharisee, 

Trampling down hypocrisy ; 

Where'er His chariot took its way. 

The gates of Death let in the day. 

Broke down from every chain a bar. 

And Satan in His spiritual war 

Dragged at His chariot-wheels. Loud howl'd 

The God of this Work!. Louder rolled 

The chariot-wheels, and loader still 

His voice was heard from Son's Hill, 
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And in His hand the scourge shone brig^ 

He scourged the merchant Canaanite 

From out the temple of His mind. 

And in His body tight did bind 

Satan and all his hellish crew ; 

And thus with wrath He did subdue 

The serpent bulk of Nature's dross, 

Till He had nailed it to the cross. ^ 

He took on sin in the virgin's womb, i 

And put it off on the cross and tomb, - 

To be worshipped by the Church of Rome. 



Was Jesus chaste, or did He 

Give any lessons in chastity ? 

The Morning blushed fiery red, 

Mary was found in adulterous bed. 

Earth groaned beneath, and Heaven above, 

Trembled at discovery of love. 

Jesus was sitting in Moses' chair. 

They brought the trembling woman there. 

Moses commands she be stoned to death. 

What was the sound of Jesus* breath ? 

He laid His hand on Moses' law. 

The ancient heavens in silent awe, 

Writ with curses from pole to pole, 

All away began to roll. 

The Earth trembling and naked lay 

In secret bed of mortal clay. 

On Sinai fell the hand Divine, 

Putting back the bloody shrine. 

And she heard the breath of God 

As she heard by Eden's flood. 

' Good and evil are no more ; 

X 2 
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Sinai's truiapeU ceu« to low- 

Cease, finger of God, lo write } 

The heavens are not clean in Thjr dghL 

Thou ait good, and Thou alone ; 

Not may the iinner cut oM ttnoc 

To be (lood only, is to be 

As God 01 etie a Pharisee. 

Thou An^e! of the Presence Divine, 

That didst create this body of Mine, 

Wherefoie hast thou viii these Uw> 

And created Hell's dark jaw*7 

My presence I wi!l lake riom Ihee, 

A cold leper thou shalt be, 

Though thou wast so pure and bright 

That Heaven was not clean in Ib^ tight I 

Though thy oath turned Heaven pale. 

Though th; covenant built Hell'i jail. 

Though thou dost all to chaot roll 

With the serpent for it* souL 

Still the breath Divine does move, 

And the breath Divine is love. 

:vlary, fear not. Let Me see 

The seveA devils that tormeot thee. 

Hide not from My jigbt thy tin. 

That foigiveness tbou niayst wio. 

Has no roan condemned thee ? 

■No man, Lord." ' Then what ii he 

Who shall accuse ihee i Come je fiwtbi 

Fallen Bends of heavenly birth 

That have forgot your ancient lore 

And driven away My UeinblinE dovb 

You shall bow before ber feet { 

You shall lick the dust for meet, 
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And though you cannot love, but hatCf 

You thtll be beggars at love's gate. 

What was thy love ? Let Me see it. 

Was it love, or dark deceit ? ' 

* Love too long from me has fled. 

Twas dark deceit to earn my bread* 

Twas covet, or 'twas custom, or 

Some trifle not worth caring for 

That they may call a shame and sin 

Love's temple that God dwelleth in, 

And hide in secret hidden shrine 

The naked human form divine. 

And render that a lawless thing 

On which the soul expands her wing. 

But this, O Lord, this was my sin. 

When first I let the devils in. 

In dark pretence to chastity, 

Blaspheming love, blaspheming Thee. 

Thence rose secret adulteries. 

And thence did covet also rise. 

My sin Thou hast forgiven me. 

Canst Thou forgive my blasphemy ? 

Canst Thou return to this dark hell. 

And in my burning bosom dwell ? 

And canst Thou die that I may live 

And canst Thou pity and forgive? ' 

Then rolled the shadowy man away 

From the limbs of Jesus to make them his prey. 

An ever-devouring appetite 

Glistering with festering venoms bright, 

S^fing, — 'Crudfy this cause of distress, 

yg^ does not keep the secret of holiness 1 

Ikt vntal powers by disease we bixul. 
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But He heals the dear, the dninb, the bllitd. 
Whom God haih afflicted fof aecret end*. 
He comfortt and heaU and «b11i them frieada.' 
But when Jcaus was cnicifieil> 
Then WW peirecied iiii galliiig pride. 
In three dayi be devoured hi» prejr, 
And Elill devouis ihii body dfcUir. 
For dust and clay b the serpent'i meM 
That never was meant fot man to cat 

Was Jesus bom of a virgin pow 

With narrow soul and looks demon? 

If He blended to take on sin 

His moihet should an harloi bare been, ' 

Just such a one as Magdalen 

With seven devils in her pea. 

Or were Jew virgins still more Coned, 

And with more sucking devib nnned?' 

Or what was it that He took on 

That He might bring salvaiioa? 

A body subject to be tempted. 

From neilbei pain nor grief exempledi'^ 

Or such a body na might not feel 

The passions that with sinnen deal? 

Yes, but they say He never fell. 

Ask Caiaphas, for he can tell. 

' He mocked the Sabbath, and He mockad 

The Sabbath's God, and He unlocked 

The evil spirits from their sbrioe*, 

And turned luhcrmcQ to divines, 

O'ertumed the tent o{ secret noM, 

lit the bloody ibrina of wu. 
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Poured around from star to star, — 

Halls of justice, hating vice, 

Where the devil combs his lice. 

He turned the devils into swine 

That He might tempt the Jews to dine ; 

Since when a pig has got a look 

That for a Jew may be mbtook. 

*' Obey your parents. " What says He ? 

" Woman, what have I to do wiUi thee ? 

No earthly parents I confess, 

I am doing My father's business." 

He scorned earth's parents, scorned earth's God, 

And mocked the one and the other rod ; 

His seventy disdples sent 

Against religion and government. 

They by the sword of Justice fell. 

And Him their cruel murderer tell. 

He left His father's trade to roam 

A wandering vagrant without home, 

And thus He others' labours stole 

That He might live above controL 

The publicans and harlots He 

Selected for His company. 

And from the adulteress turned away 

God's righteous law that lost its prey.' 

I am sure this Jesus will not do 
Either for Englishman or Jew. 






I 



I", 

I' 

i 



i! 



• 
5! 



i; 

I! 

1 



< I 



» ji ' 1 

n 



i '•>' 



BLAKE'S POEU&. 







TO OLD NOBODADDY. 
Why art thoa silent and invinble^ 

Father of Jealousy ? 
Why dost thou hide thyself in douds 

From every searching eye ? 
Why darkness and obscunty 

In all thy words and laws,— 
That none dare eat the fruit bat ffom 

The wily serpent's jawt ? 
Or is it because secreqr 

Gains feminine applause? 

BARREN BLOSSOIii. 

I FEARED the fury of my wind 
Would blight sll blossoms fair and tmet 

And my sun it shined and shined. 
And my wind it never blew. 

But a blossom fair or true 

Was not found on any tree ; 
For all blossoms grew and grew 

Fruitless, £Use, though fair to see. 

OPPORTUNITY. 

He who bends to himself a joy 
Does the winged life destroy ; 
But he who kisses the joy as it flies 
lives in eternity's sunrise. 

• 

If you trap the moment before it's ripe, 
The tears of repentance youll certainly vripe ; 
But, if once you let the ripe moment go, 
Yoacaanew wipe off the tcan of woe. 
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LOVE'S SECRET. 

Nivti *eek to letl thy love, 

Love tb»l never told tb»U be ; 
Fm the centle wind does move 

Silently, invitibly. 

I idd mj love, I told my lore, 

I told her all my heart, 
TrembliDg, cold, in ghastly (ean. 

Ah I ihe did deput I 

Sttati after $he was gone from ne, 

A iraveller came by, 
Silently, Invisibly : 

He took her with a Ngh. 



THE WILL AND THE WAY. 

I ASKED a thief to ^leal me a p«ach i 

He turned up hii eyes. 
I asked a liihe lady to lie her down : 

Holy and meek, the crie*. 

At soon OS I went. 

An Angel came. 
He winked at the thief. 

And smiled at the dame ; 

And, without one word spoke, 
. . Had a peach from the tree. 
And "twuit earneit and joke 
Enjoyed the lady. 
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CUPID. 

Why was Capid a boy, 
And why a boy was he? 

He should hare been a girl, 
For aught that I can see. 

For he shoots with his bow, 
And a girl shoots with her eye ; 

And they both are meny and glad 
And laugh when we do cry. 

And to make Cupid a boy 
Was surely a woman's plan. 

For a boy never learns to mock 
Till he has become a man s 



And then he is so pierced through 
And wounded with arrowy smarts^ 
j ; That the whole business of his life 

• i Is to pick out the heads of the darts. 



\\\\ THE THISTLES AND THORNS. 



I uau me down upon a bank. 
Where love lay sleeping ; 

I heard among the ruiiies dank, 
Weei^ngi weeping. 



Then I went to the heath and the wild. 

To the thistles and thorns of the waste ; 
And they told me how they were beguiled, 
\\^\ Driven out^ and compelled to be chaste. 
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THE GOLDEN NET. 

fiENlATK the white-thorn's lovely may, 
Three virgins at the break of day.— j 

'Whither, young man, whither away? 
Alas for woe ! alas for woe ! ' 
They cry, and tears for ever flow. 
The one was clothed in flames of fire. 
The other clothed in iron wire ; 
The other clothed in tears and sighs, 
Daszling bright before my eyes. 
They bore a net of golden twine 
To hang upibn the branches fine, 
^tying, I wept to see the woe 
That love and beauty undergo- 
To be consumed in flames of fire 
And in unsatisfied desire, 
And in tears clothed night and day 
It melted all my soul away. 
When they saw my tears, a smile 
That did heaven itself beguile 
Bore the golden net aloft, . 
As by downy pinions soft, 
Over the morning of my day. 
Underneath the net I stray, 
Now entreating FUming-fire, 
Now entreating Iron-wire, 
Now entreating Tears and Sighs.— 
O, when will the moxtiing rise? 
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U THE CRYSTAL CABINET. 

'I 

' !( > Thb maiden caught me in the wild, 

( ' Where I was dancing merrily ; 
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She put me into her cabinet. 
And locked me up with a golden key; 

This cabinet is formed of gold. 
And pearl and crystal shining bri^tt 

And within it opens into a world 
And a little lovely moony night 

Another England there I saw. 
Another London with its Tower, 

Another Thames and other hills, 
And another pleasant Surrey bowei; 



Another maiden like herself, 

T r anslucent, lovely, shining clear. 
Threefold, each in the other closed— - - 
t: ( , O, what a pleasant trembling iear I 

O, what a smile I A threefold smile 
Filled me that like a flame I burned ; 

I bent to kiss the lovely maid. 
And found a threefold kiss returned. 



( \i I strove to seize the inmost form 



With ardour fierce and hands of flame, 
But burst the crystal cabinet. 
And like a weeping babe became s 



A weeping babe upon the wild, 
- ' j And weeping woman pale reclined, 

' I J And in the outward air again 

;\|' I filled with woct the passing wind. 
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THE MENTAL TRAVELLER. 

I TRAVBLLSD through a land of men 

A land of men and women too ; \ 

And heard and saw such dreadful thinp | 

As cold earth-wanderers never knew. \ 

* 

For there the babe is bom in joy < 

That was begotten in dire woe ; j 

Just at we reap in joy the fruit j 

Which we in bitter tears did sow. « 
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And, if the babe is bom a boy, j 

He*s given to a woman old, 

Who nails him down upon a rock, | 

Catches His shrieks in cups of gold. j 

She binds iron thorns around his head. 

She pierces both his hands and feet, j 

She cuts his heart out at his side, 

To make it feel both cold and heat ^ 

Her fingen number evenr nerve. \ 

Just as a miser counts his gold ; > 

She lives upon his shrieks and cries, i 
And she grows young as he grows okL 

Till he becomes a bleeding youth. 

And she becomes a virgin bright ; 
Then he rends up his manacles, 

And binds her down for his delight. * 



He plants himself in all her nerves. 

Just as a husbandman his mould, 
And she becomes his dwelling-place ) 

And garden fruitful seventy-fold. . 
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An aged shadow soon he bAa, 
Wondering lound an earthly cot, 

Full-fillid all with geini and Rold 
Which he by indiuliy had gfit. 

And these ore the gems of the human lOiil, 
The iiilHei and pearls of ■ lovesick tft. 

The coutitless gold of the aching heart. 
The maityi'B groan and the lovet't ngh. 

They are his meat, they aie hi* diink ; . 

He feeds the beggai and ihe poof ) 
To Ihe wayfaring traveller 

For ever open is hi* door. 

HU grief is their eternal joy. 

They moke Ihe loofs and wolli to ring; 
Till from the fire upon the heailb 

A little female babe doth spring 

And the is all of solid £re 

And gems and gold, that none hb hud 
Daia ctretch to touch her Uthy famia 

Or wrap her in hli iwaddlii^baniL 

Bat she comet to the man the love*. 
If yoong or old or ridi or poor ; 

Tltey aooD drin ont the aged hott, 
Abegpr at another^ door. 

He wanden weepii^ fax awaj, 
Until fome other take Um in i 

Oft blind and age-bent, aoredistrcNed, 
UotH be can a ""My win. 



For as he eats and drinks, he £tow8 
Younger and younger every day, 

And on the desert wild they both 
Wander in terror and dismay. 

Like the wild stag she flies away ; 

Her fear plants many a thicket wild. 
While he pursues her night and day 

By various art of love beguiled ; 
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And, to allay his freezing age, 

The poor man takes her in his arms ; 
The cottage fiides before his sight, 

The garden and its lovely charms. 

The guests are scattered through the land ; 

Fur the eye altering alters all ; } 

The senses loU themselves in fear, ^ 

And the flat earth becomes a balL 

The stars, sun, moon, all shrink away ; 

A desert vast without a bound. 
And nothing left to eat or drink, 

And a dark desert all around. ; 

The honey of her infant lips, | 

The bread and wine of her sweet smile. 
The wild game of her roving eye. 

Do him to infancy beguile. 



By various arts of love and hate, ! 

. Till the wild desert's planted o'er ' 

With labyrinths of wayward love, / 
Where roam the lion, wolf, and boar 
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im be becomes a urayword babe. 

And the a weeping wotoan old ; 

Tltat mmy a Isvcr wnaden bei^ 

Tbe am and (tan an neuer lolWd : 

Tbe tne* bring Ibcth tweet ceiUaj 
To all who in the desert raim i 

Till many a city there UbuiJt, 
And naaj ■ pkaiant ibepbod't bone. 

Bat, wbeo tbej find the frowning babe, 
Temt itrikei through the region wide i 

They «T— 'The babe— tie babe it boni !' 
And Bee amy on cvoy tide. 

For who dare touch the fiawaiag farm. 
Hit aim it withered to itt root i 

Bean, lioot, wolrea, all bowlii^ flee. 
And cray tree doth ibed itt Chiit. 

Andnooecan touch that frowning Jbcm 

Sucpt tt ha a wonaa old ; 
She milt bim down npoa the rock, 

Aad aU it doM M I ban told. 
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SPECTRE AND EMANATION. 

I. 

My Spectre before me night and day 
Like a wild beast guards my way. 
My Emanation far within 
Weepe inoenantly for my sin. 



A fathomless and boundless deep ; 
There we wonder, there we weep. 
On the hungry craving wind 
My Spectre ibllows thee behind. 

3. 

He scents thy footsteps in the snow, 
>Vheresoever thou dost go, 
Through the ^i-intry hail and rain. 
When wilt thou return again ? 



Dost thou not in pride and scorn 
Fill with tempests all my mom, 
And with jealousies and fears. 
Fill my pleasant nights with tears? 



I, 



Seven of my sweet loves thy knife 

Has bereaved of their life. ' 

Their marble tombs I build with fears, ; / 

And with cokl and shadowy tears. 
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Seven more lores weep night and day 
Round the tombs where my lores lay, 
And seven more loves attend at night 
Around my conch with torches bnght 

7. 

And seven more loves in my bed 
Crown with vine my moamfol head, 
Pitying and forgiving all 
My transgresiions, great and smalL 

8. 

When wilt thou return and view 
My loves, and them to life renew? 
VHien wilt thou return and live? 
When wilt thou pity as I foigive ? 

9- 

* Uevttf never I return. 
Still for victory I bum. 
living, thee alone FU have. 
And when dead I'll be thy grave. 

xa 

* Through the Heaven and Earth and Hell-- 
Thou shalt never, never qnell,— 

I will fly and thou pursue. 
Night and mom the fligjht renew.' 

XX. 



Till I tum from female love 
And root up the infernal grove 
I shall never worthy be 
To step into Eternity. 
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13. 

And I to end thy cruel mocks 
Annihilate thee on the rockii 
And another fonn create 
T6 be sobeernent to my £ite. 

"3. 
Let US agree to give up love 
And toot up the infernal grove, 
Then shall we return and see 
The worlds of happy Eternity. 

14. 

And throughout all Eternity 
I fdigive yod, you forgive me. 
As our dear Redeemer said : 
This the wine and this the bread. 



WILUAM BOND. 

I WONDB& whether the girls are mad, A 

And I wonder whether they mean to kill| 
And I wonder if William Bond will die, 

For assuredly he is vexy ilL 

He went to church on a May morning, 

Attended by £uries one, two, and three. 
But the angels of Providence drove them away. 

And he returned home in misery. 
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He went not out to the field nor ibid, 

He w^t not out to the village nor town, I '.. 

But he came home in a black, black doud, I ^^ 

And took to his bed, and there lay down. 
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And an angel of Providence at his feet. 
And an angel of Providence at his head, 

And in the midst a black, black doad. 
And in the midst the sick man on his bed. 

And pa his right hand was Mary Green, 
And on his left hand was his sister Jane, 

And their tears fell through the black, black ckmd 
To drive away the sick man's pain. 

* O, William, if thou dost another love. 

Dost another love better than poor Maiy, 
Go and take that other to be thy wife. 
And Mary Green shall her servant be.* 

• 

* Yes, Mary, I do another love. 

Another I love far better than thee. 

And another I will have for my wife : 

Then what have I to do with thee? 

* For thott art melancholy pale. 

And on thy head is the cold moon's shines 
Bat she is ruddy and bright as day. 
And the sunbeams daisle from her cyne^' 

Mary trembled, and Mary chilled, 

And Mary iell down on the right-hand floor, 
That William Bond and his sister Jane 

Scarce could recover Mary more. 

When Mary woke and ibnnd her laid 
On the right hand of her William dear, 

On the ris^ hand of his loved bed. 
And saw her William Bond to near ; 
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The fiuries that fled from MOlliam Bond 

Danced around her shining bead ; 
They danced over the pillow whiter 

And the angeli of Providence left the bed. 

! 

' I thought Love lived in the hot mnAin^^ t 

But O he lives in the moony light I ' < 

I thought to find Love in the heat of day, ■ 
But sweet Love is the comforter of nig^t 

'Seek Love in the pity of others' woe. 

In the gentle relief of another's care, 
In the darkness of night and the winter's snow. 

With the naked ai^d outcast,— seek Love there.' 



MARY. 

SwEEf Mary, the first time she ever was there^ 
Came into the ball-room among the fiur ; 
The young men and maidens around her throng, 
And these are the words upon evexy tongue : 

' An angel is here from the heavenly dimes. 
Or again return the golden times ; 
Her eyes outshine every brilliant ray, 
She opens her lips^'tis the month of May.' 

Mary moves in soft beauty and conscious delight, 
To augment with sweet smiles all the joys of the night. 
Nor once blushes to own to the rest of the £ur 
That sveet love and beauty are worthy our care. 
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Id the morning the villsgei* losa with dclicht, 
And lepeated with pleasure Ihe joji of the nl^t, 
And Marj uok Among friends to ba &ee, 
But DO friend from henceforwud IbtM, Muy, ihalt Ml. 

Some Mid the km proud, totne ctUed her t lAtn, 
And tome when she passed bjr ^t-to the door ; 
A damp cold came o'er her, her bluabes kll fle^ 
Her lilies ud roses are bllGhled and shed, 

'O, why was I bora with a difToeot bee? 
Why w»s I not bom like this envioM rwe? 
Wh7 did Heaven adorn me with bonotiful bind. 
And then set medown in an envioutland? 

' To be weak as a Iamb and smooth ■* ft dOT«, 
And not to raise envy, is called Christian love ; 
But, if you raise envy, your meilt^ to blame 
For planting such spile in the weak and the tu>& 

' I will bumble my beauty, I will not dren lin^ 

I will keep from the ball, and mf eyes ihiU not iUm ; 

And, if any girl's lover forsake her for me, 

111 refuse him my band, and from envj bt &eft' 

She went out in the moming attired plain and neat | 
'Proud Majy'sfTone mad,' said the child intbettfeat; 
She went unt in the morning in plain neat attire, 
And came home in the eveniii£ be^Mttcred with 



She trembled and wept, sitting on tbe bedside. 
She forgot it was night, and she trembled and cr 
She forgot it was night, she forgot it was moni. 
Her soft memoiy impiinted with faces of Komt 



IDSAS OP GOOD AND EVIL. 135 

With &oet of soorn and with eyes of disdain. 
Like fool fiends inhabiting Mary's mild brain; 
She remembers no face like the human divine ; 
AU fiioes have envy, sweet Mary, bat thino. 

And thine is a &oe of sweet love in despair. 

And thine is a hat of mild sorrow and care^ ! 

And thine is a hat of wild terror and iear 

That shall never be quiet till laid on its bier. \ 

I 
OLD ENGLISH HOSPITALITY. I 



i 



This City and this country have brought forth many 

Mayors 
To sit in state and give forth laws out of their old 

oakchairs, j 

With face as brown as any nut with drinking of strong 

ale- 
Old Enn^ hospitality, O then it did not falL 

With scarlet gowns and broad gold lace, would 

make a yeoman sweat ; 
With stockings rolled above their knees, and shoes as 

black as jet ; 
With eating beef and drinking beer, O they were 

stout and hale — 
Old English hospitality, O then it did not £uL 

Thus silting at the table wide the Mayor and 

Aldermen I 

Were fit to give laws to the city : each eat as much as 

ten. . ( 

The hvngiy poor entered the hall to eat good bed j 

and ale— 

Good English hoapitality, O then it did not ObuL 
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LOS THE TERRIBLE. 



With bappiness stretched across the hilli 
In a doud that d«wy swMtoess dUtili, 
Wilh a bine sky spread over with wingi. 
And a mild £un that mounti and sings ; 
With irea and lieldi full of fairy elves. 
And Utile devilt who light for thcmwlvei, 
Remembenng the verses that Haylejr sung 
Wlicn my heart knocked against the root o 

Wilh angels planted in hawthorn bower*. 
And God Himieif in the passing hourt % 
Wlh silver anReU across my way. 
And golden demons that none can stay ; 
Wilh my father hovering upon the wind. 
And my brother Robert jusi behind. 
And my brother John, the evil one. 
Id a black doud making hit mo^o ; 
(Though dead, they Appear upon my path, 
Notwithstanding my terrible wrath ; 
They beg, they entreat, they drop their tear*, 
Filled full of hopes, filled full of fears ;) 
With a thousand angels upon the wind. 

Pouring disconsolate from behind 

To drive them off,— and before my way 

A frowning ThUiIc Implore* my stay. 

What to others a trifle appears. 

Fills me full of smiles or (ears ; 

For double the vision my eyes do see. 

And a double vision is alwayt with me. 

With my inward eye, 'tis an old man grey ; 

Vnth my outward, a thistle acron my way. 
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' If thoa gocU back,' the TbUtle Hid, 
' Thou an to «n<I te^ woe beliayed ) 
For heredocs Theotonnon lour, 
And here ia Ecithaimon's bower, 
And Los ;he leniblc thus halh sworn, 
Btctnie ibou backward dmt (elurn. 
Poverty, envy, old a;;e, »nd fear, 
Shalt bring ihy wife Upoa 4 bier 
And BulU iihall give what Fu£c11s*re, 
A doilt tUck rock wid » gloomy e«ve,' 
struck the thUllc with my fool, 
. Andl^rokehimUpfTOBbii delving root. 
Miut the duties or life each olbet croM? 
Mad every joy be<]uTigBtid drots? 
Hu*t lA^ticar Buitsfeel cold neglect 
Because I give Hayley his due respect? 
!Must Flaxman look upon mc u wild, 
Asidall my friends l>e with doubts teguiled ? 
Mutt my wife live in my sister's bane, 
Or my sister survive on my Xxive'ipaia? 
The curses of Los, the Icnibleshade, 
And hit disnul lerron, make me afraid.' 

So I ipoke, and (truck in my wrath 
ilie old man weltering upon my path. 
Then Lm appeared in all his power : 
In the tun he appeared; dexcending before 
My face in fierce flame* ; in my double (igbt, 
Twjsoulwardasun,— inwarti, Lo« in Mf might. 
My bands ace laboured day .and night. 
And. ease comes never in my sight. 
My wife has no indulgence given. 
Except what oomet to her £kmii heaven. 
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XjS BLAKE'S FO£MS. 



\; We eat little, we drink lest ; 

This earth breeds not oat happinen. 
Another son feeds our life's streams ; 
We are not wannM with thy beams. 
Thoa measnrest not the time to me, 
Nor jret the space that I do see : 
My mind is not with thy light arrayed ; 
Thy tenors shall not make me afraid.' 

When I had my defiance given. 
The son stood trembling in heaven ; 
The moon, that glowed remote below. 
Became leprous and white as snow ; 
And every soul of man on the earth 
Felt affliction and sorrow and sickness and dearth. 
Los flamed in my path, and the sun was hot 
With the bows of my mind and the arrows of thought ; 
My bowstring fierce with ardour breatheSi, 
My arrows glow in their golden sheaves. 
My brother and lather march before ; 
The heavens drop with human gore. 
Now I a fondbld vision see, 
And a iouribld vision is given to me^ 
^Tis fourfold in my supreme delight. 
And threefold in soft Beulah's night. 
And twofold always. May God us keep 
From sia^ vision, and Newtoo's sleep 1 
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DEDICATION OF THE DESIGNS TO 
BLAIR'S "GRAVE." 
To QtlUN Chauottk. 

Tai door at Death is nude of gold, 
Thtt moital eyes cannot behold 
But, when the mortaleyn are closed. 
And cold ud pale the limbs reposed. 
The Mul Kwalcet, and, wondering, mm 
In bet mild hand the golden keys. 
The graveii heaven's golden gate, 
And rich anii poor aiound it wait 1 
O Shepherdess of England's fold, 
Behold this gate of pearl and gold I 

To dedicate to England's Queen 
The viaioni that my Eoulhas seen, 
And by her kind permission bring 
What I ha.ve borne on solemn wing 
From the vast legions of the gra-ve. 
BeTore !ber throne my wings I wwe, 
Bowing before lay sovereign's fccL 
The Grave produced these blossom* tlveet. 
In mild repose from earthly ttrile ; 
The blossoms of etcnul life. 
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FOR A PICTURE OF THE LAST JUDGMENT. 

I Dedication. 



The caverns of the Grave I've seen, 
And these I shewed to England's Queen ; 
But now the caves of Hell I view,— 
Whom shall I dare to show them to? 
What mighty soul in beauty's form 
Shall dauntless view the infernal storm? 
Fremont's Countess can control 
The flames of hell that round me rolL 
If she refuse, I still go on. 
Till the heavens and earth are gone ; 
Still admired by noble minds, — 
Followed by Envy on the winds. 
Re-engraved time after time, 
Ever in their youthful prime. 
My designs unchanged remain ; 
Time may rage, but rage in vain ; 
For above Time's troubled fountains, 
On the great Atlantic mountains, 
In my golden house on hi(^ 
Tbeve they shine eternally. 
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COUPLETS AND FRAGMENTS. 

I. 



The lineaments of gnuified desire. 



Abstinence sows sand all over 
The ruddy limbs and flaming hair ; 
But desire gratified 
Planu fruiu of life and beauty there. 

4- 

The look of love alarms, 
Because *tis filled with fire ; 
But the look of soft deceit 
Shall win the lover's hire : 
Soft deceit and idleness, 
These are beauty's sweetest dress. 

5-' 

To Chloe's breast young Cupid slily stole, 
But he crept in at Myra's pocket-hole. 



< 
I 
/ 
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I WALKED abroad on a snowy day, 

I wooed the soft snow with me to play, 

She played and she melted in all her prime \ 

And the winter called it a dreadful crime. ^ 



What is it men in women do require ? 

The lineaments of gratified desire. t 

What is it women do in men require ? \ 



V 
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Fortune fitvoiin the htvrt^ old pxoverbe lay ; 
Bnt not with money, that Is not the way. 
tHim back, torn back, yon travel all in vain ; 
TNim through the Iron Gate down Sneaking Lane. 

* 

7. 

The Sword sang on the barren heath. 

The Sickle in the froitfiil field : 
The Sword he sang a song of death, 

Bat coald not make the Sickle yield. 

8. 

Qreat things are done when men and mountains meet ; 
These are not done by jostling in the street 

The errors of a wise man make yoar role^ 
Rather than the perfections of a fooL 

la 

Some people admire the work of a fool, 
For it's sure to keep your judgment cool : 
It does not reproach you with want of wit ; 
It Is not like a lawyer serving a writ. 

II. 
He's a blockhead v^ wants a proof of what he can't 



And he's a Ibol who tries to make such a blockhead 
believe* 



/ 
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Itti'tt I giow to man'i estate, 

O give to me a wonuu'i ble I 

Hay I govern all, both gceat and snalt 

Have tbe bM wotd, and take the waQ I 

Let at approach tbe tigbiog dawat. 
With nuBy pleaiing wilei — 

If a woman doa not fear tout frown^ 
She will not reward your tmilo. 



Her vhole life ii an epigram tmick, tmooth, and 

nobly penned. 
Plaited quite neat to catch apphuuet with a tttoag 

noose at the end. 



The Angel that presided at my birth 

Said : ' Little creature, formed of joy and mirth. 

Go, love without the help of anfihing on earth. ' 

16. 
At a friend's errors anger show. 
Mirth at the errors of ■ foe. 
Anger and wrath my boioai rend* : 
I thooght Ihcm the erToisof friends. 
But all my limbs wiih warmth glow, 
I find them the errors of the tot. 
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17. 



Yoa WKf roerre and modesty he hu, 

VHiote heart is Sioii» his head wood, and his fiice 



The koit the owl, the beetle, and the bat 
By sweet reserre and modesty get iaL 

18. 

Heie lies John Trot, the friend of all mankind ; 
He has not left one enemy behind. 
Friends w$r$ quite hard to find, old authon say ; 
Bat now they stand in everybody's way. 

Stothard in childhood on the nursery floor 
Was extreme old and most extremely poor ; 
He has grown old and rich, and what he will, 
He is extreme old and is extreme poor stilL 



Of Hayley^a birth this was the happy lot : 
Hia mother on his father him bcgoc 



I 



THE PROPHETIC BOOKS. 



THE PROPHETIC BOOKS. 



TIRIEU 



Am iftdTlrMl itood btfora th« gftteiof his beaatiful palaot, 
WiMh Myntana, oooe th« Quc«n of all th« westera plains ; 
Bat BOW his eyes were darkened, and his wife fading in deaih. 
llMy stood before their oooe delightful palace ; and thus the 



Of aged Tiriel arose, that his sons might hear in their gates. 

'AccunedraoeofTUell behold your father ; 

Come forth and look oo her that bore you. Come, you 

accursed sons. 
In my weak arms I here have borne your dybg mother ; 
CooM forth, SODS of the cutm, oome forth 1 see the death of 

Myiatasa.' 

His sons ran from their gates, and saw their aged parents 

stand; 
And thus the eldest son of Tiriel raised his mighty voice :~ 

* Old man 1 unworthy to be called the father of Tiriel's race I 
For every one of thoee thy wrinkles, each of those grey haiis, 
Are cruel as death, and as obdurau as the devouring pit I 
Why should thy sons care for thy curses, thou accursed man T 
W«re We not slaves tiU we rebelledT Who cares for Tiriel's 

curse? 

blsHiacwMacraalcaiM; his cone may be a blessing.' 

L a 



I. 
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/ 



H« 



Hm aftd BUA imittd vp hit right hand to tht 



Hit left npportMl Myntana, iluiakiBC b pftogi of death. 
Thtothaofhialaifa «]naho optDod, tad thas hit voioa w«it 
forth:— 



' Scrpcati, not aooi, wreathbg aroond tha bones of Uriel I 
Ye worms of death, feasting opoo your aged paieat's 6esh, 
Listen, aad bear your flsother^sgroaoB. No omm* aocuned i 
She bears ; she groans not at the birth of Heojtoe or Ynva. 
These are the groans of death, ye ssrpeots I these are the groans 

of death! 
Nourished with miDc, ye serpents, aoorished with isotherms teait 

aadcarssl 
f 40olc at my eyes, blind as the orbless skaU among the stones ; 
Look at my bald head. Hark, listen, ye serpents, fistea ! . . , 
What, Myntaaa! What, my wifo I O sool I O spirit 1 

first 
What. Myrataaa, art thoa dead? Look hers, ye serpeaii^ 

kwkl 
The serpents spraag fiomher owa bowels havs drsioed her dry 

as this. 
Carte on yoar rathlem heads, for I will bary her evea hers I' 



So laying, ho began to dig a gravs with his aged heads : 
Bat Heaaoo called a ton of Zaael to dig their BMther a giavt. 

'Old crnelty, desist, aad let as dig a grave for then. 
Thoa hast relased oar charity, thoa hast relased oar food, 
Thoa hast rsfosed oar dothist, oar beds, oar hoatsa ftr thy 

dwelling; 
Choosing to wander Kko a eoaofZsaelia the rocks. 
Why dost thoa carte? Is not the carte aowcoBM apoa thfaw 



Was it not thoa snila^sd tha 



of 2aaalTaad they haws 



Aad now thoa fcaTat it I Dig a gnM% aad let as bary 
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'TtoCbttJctthtbodlfi coned Mail «ad may tht bMWB nia 

wntlk, 
As thick as aortlMni Ibgi, around your gates, to choke yon np ! 
That yon amy Ik as now your naocher lies— Ilka dogs, cast out. . 

The sttakofyonr dead carcases annoying nun and beast, j 

TBI yonr whfaa bones aw bleached with age for a atenwrial. | 

No! your laaMmbnaos shall perish; for, when yoor carcases < 

Lie stinkiag OB tfaa aarth, the buriers shall arise from tha East, 
And not a boat of aU tb« sons of Tiriel remain. 
Bur y y o ui nwther, bt you cannot bury the cuise of TlriaL* ' 

Ha CfMsd, and dnUiag o'er tha mountains sought his psthkii 



s. 

Ha wandered day and night. To him both day and night were 

daik: 
Tha sua ha fel^ hot the bright moon was now a useless globe. 
O'er ■''^''rfht and through vales of woe the blind and agad 



Wandered, tiU he that leadeth all lead him to the vales of Har. 

And Har and Heva, like two children, sat beneath the oalc 

Mnetha, now aged, waited 00 them, and brought them food and 
clothing. 

Bat thay were as the shadow of Har, and as the years for- 
gotten; 

Playing with flowers and running after birds they spent tha 

And in tha night lika infisnu slept, delighted with infant 



Soon as tha blind wanderer entered tha pleasant gardens of 
Har. 

Tbsyrsn waepiag, Gka frighted infrmts, for refuge in Mnatha*s 



Tha blind man fait his way, and cried t ' Peace to these opeo 

doors! 
Let no one fear, for poor blind Tiriel huru none but himself. 
Tell BM, O friends, where am I now, and in what pleasant 



I 
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'lUsbtht vidkr oTHar/ nid Mnttha, 'and this th* taol 

oTHtf. 
Who ait thoo, poor bliad auuB,that taktst tho boom of Tbitl 

oothetf 
TiriolitKiogofoUthoWMt. WhoartthooT lamMottha; 
Aad this kHar and Htva, trtabliog liko ia&oU by my sido.' 

* 1 know Tiritl is King of the Wsst, and thera ho lives in joy. 
Noautiar who I am, O Mnttha I If thoo hast any food. 
Give it ma^ for I cannot 8Uy,-HBy journey is lar fitom heoos.* 



Then Har said : ' O my mother 

him. 
For he b the Idog of rotten wood. 
Ho wanders without eyes, and 




venture not so 



the bones of deaths 
through thadc walls and 



Mnetha, O thou syilw 



* A wsiMcrer^'beg for/ood. You see I cannot wecpu 
1 6uk awawvy staflV^ kind companion of BBytmrd,' 



And I 




sim a harssless man** 



yU b a^ ionoosBt old mai^ and huqpy with his travoL' 



Then Har aroia, and hid his hand upon old Tlriers head. 



•God bleos thy poor bald pate, God bless thy hollow wiakii« 



God blem thy shiivelled heard, God bless thy maBy-wiiBUad 

foreheadi 

Thou hast Boisetl^ oldnmnland thus I Uss thy sleek 

head. 
HovB, come Uss his baU hand, ftr ho wiD not hurt us^ 



IhauHova 



and look old TMal in 



/ 
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*BteM Uqr poor 9fm^ old auu^ and bItM th« old fatlMrof 

Xlrid! 
Thon ait niy TfafaTb old ftthar; I know diM throoi^ thy 

wiiaklM, 
BacMM tboa imiHt llkt the iiff-tiM, thoa siMUcat Uko ripo 

HoirdiditthooloittlqroyM,oldTirUIT Blot thy wrinUtd 

fiMtl* 

liaathaiaid: * Cont b, ag^d wanderer ; tell us of thy nana. 
Why ehooUic thoa ooooeal thyeelf from thoee of thioe mm 
aeihT' 

' I am not of thb r^gioo,' laid Tiriel disiembUngly. 

* I am an agad wanderer, oooe fiuher of a race 

Far hi the North; hat they were wicked, and wwa a& 



ADdlthah-lh^MHaMitcaitt. I have told yon all : 

Adt me bo bmio, I pAiy, for grief hath aed^^ty^predoiu 



'O Loi<!' said 



Morehamaa 




' how I tremble I Are there thon 



thiroarth, beside the sons of Hart' 



iel, 'but I, remain on all thb globe ; 
outcast. Hast thou anything to drink?' 

gave Urn milk and firuits, and they sat down 



They sat and ata, and Har and Heva smUed on TirieL 

'Thou art a very old old man, but I am older than thou. 
How caoM thine hair 10 leave thy forehead, how came thy iaoe to 

brown? 
My hair-is very long, my beard doth cover all my breast. 
God bleie thy piteous ftoe I To oount the wrinkles in thy (aoe 
Woukl pnoie MnedMU Bleai thy ftoe, for thou art Tiriel 1' 
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'TuMlMvwMwbiUooot. Itfttwith'himaadat*; 
H« WM M dMerfvlat a prinot, and gavt at «DUrtaiiiaMBL 
Bat long I ttayad aoc at hit palaot, for I an foread to waadiCi' 

'What! wilt thoa kartai too?' nid Htvai 'Thonihalt 

not laavt as to(H 
For are havt maay tporti to ihow tboi^ and maay uk^ lo 

nng; 
And after diaatf «• will walk iato tho caga of Har, 
And thoo ihalt hdp as to catch faiidsi and gathtr thaai ripa 



. I 



Than kt thy naiM ba Tirial, and ncvw laaia na 



«K thou doat go^'aaid Har, *I wiih thba a]na auqr ••• thy 

foOy. 
My looa hava laft BM.^Did thba laaia thaat O 'twaa very 

r 



•No, 
For thoo doat 
thina, 

BtttWOTM. O 



: laid Tirial, * ask BM not nch things, 
aqr haart to blaad. My sons w«a not lika 



navar ask BM BMia, or I 



flaa away.' 



'Thou Shalt not go^* said Hava, 'tiU thoa haat 
And httud Har sing b tha giaat caga^ aad alapt 



Go not, for thoo art ao lika Tlrial that I lova thba haad, 
Thoo^ it is wriaklad fika tha aaith paicfaad with tha 



Tbaa Tlrial roaaap 

tants! 
Myjoumayiscrar 
I flsast not slaapnor 



fioa tha aaat, aad said : 'Ood blass thaaa 



not b pisasant valaa ; 
anddisouty/ 



And Mnatha said t 'Thoaaiastaotgoto 

Bttt dwall with ai^ and lat aa ba to diaa 

And I win brii« tfaas Csod, dd BMa, tai daath shall can llMa 



/ 
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Tim TIrkI ifowBtd, Mid ansirerad I * Did I not command yoa 

Mafdmut and doop difouiy poness the heart of th« blind mao^ 
Hm waadmw who laaka the woods, leaning apoa his ttaffT* 



Then Mnoth^ twmbllng at his frowns* led him to the taot-door» 
And gavt to him hie ttaff, and blessed him. He went on hit 
way. 

Bnt Har and Htva rtood and watched him till he entered the 

woodi 
And then they wmtt and wept to Mnetha,bat they soon IqcboC 

dieir 



' Come, thou dark fiend, I dare thy cunnbg ! know that Ijim 



To smite diee in the form of helpless age and eyeless policy ; 
Rise np, for I discern thee, and I dare thy eloquent tongue. 
Come, I will lead thee on thy way, and use thee as a soo£' 



Ovw thi weary hlUs the blind man took his lonely way I 

Tb Um the day and night<alike was dark and desolate. 

But far he had not gone when Ijim from his woods came down* 1 

Met him at entranoe of the forest, in a dark and lonely way. \. 

' Who art thou, eyeless wretch, that thus obstructest the lion's i 

path? 
^im shall rend thy feeble joints, thou tempter of dark Ijim ! 
Thou hast the form of Tirid, but I know thee well enough t 
Stand from my path, foul fiend ! Is this the last of thy deoeita^ 
To be a hypocrite, and stand in shape of a blind beggar T ' 

The blbd man heard his brother^s voice, and kneeled down on 
his knee. 

*0 brother Ijim, if itis thy voice that speaks to me, — r 

Sndte not thy brother Tiriel, though weary of his life. 

My sons have smitten me already ; and, if thou smitnst me, 

The curse that rolls over their heads will rest itself on thine. 

Tie now seven years since in my palace I beheld thy face.' I 
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I 'Obrachcr^tiiWtboabeboUkstwivlclMdrifidt 

Ki— — , wsf brothw. and thw have mt to wadm duo lnf !* 



I 



' No^ aitfttl fimd, bot I will tead tbca ; doiK tboa want to fot 
Reply noc, Icac I bind that with Um gretn flags of Um brook ; 
Ay» aov tboa art di i eovarod, I will «m tliaa lika a ilave.* 

When Tiricl beard tha wonb of I jim, ha loogbt not to reply : 
Ha knew *twaa vain, for pirn's words wwa as the voice of Faic 

\ : And tbey went oo together, over hills, tbroogh woody dales, 

Blind to the pleasures of the sight, and deaf to warbling birds. 
AH day they walked, and all the night beneath the pleasant 



Westwardly jooneyiog, till Uriel grew weaiy «»th his nmvtL 

' O Ijiflft, I am laiat and weary, for my knees forbid 

To bear me farther. Uige me not, lest I should die with 

traveL 
A little rest I cnve, a little water from a brook, 
Or 1 shall soon discover that I am a mortal ssan. 
And thoa wiU lose thy oooe-loved TlrieL Ak«lhow&iotI 
V 



* Impudent fiend !' said Ijim, 'hold thy glib and elocioeM 



Tiriel b a king, and thoo the tempter of daric ^im. 

of this naaiag brook, and I wiD bear thee oo ssy 



Ha drank ; and Ijim raised him op^ and bora him oa hit 

shoolden* 
All day he bora him; and, when avsnlag draw her solemn 

cortam* 
EBtsred the gales of TUaTs nalart. and stood ^ft 4 oaOad aVflitd 



'Heasos, come lofthl I hero ba«o hrooght tfaa fiend that 

tioablesljiss. 
Look ! kaow'it thoa aaghc of this pif beard, or of iheoa 
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HcBirat and Lolho ran forth at tbo sound of I jim't voiot, 
And saw tlieir afad lather borne apoo his mifffaty shoolden. 
Their eloquent tongues were dumb, and sweat stood 00 their 

tremUiagUabs; 
They knew twas vain to strive with ^tm. They bowed and 

wVt Bt S tt wdi 

'What, Hemoa I call thy father, for I mean to sport to-night. 
This k the hypocrite that sometimes roars a dreadful Uon ; 
Then I have rent Us Umbe, and left him rotting in the forest 
For birds to eat. But I have scarce departed from the place 
But Sice a tiger ha would come, and so I rent him too. 
Umb tika a river he would seek to drown me in his waves, 
Batsooo I buffeted the torrent ; anon like to a cloud 
Fraught with the swords of lightning, but I braved the 

gcance too. 
Then he woukl creep like a bright serpent, till around my neck 
While I was sleeping he would twine: I squeeaed his poisooooa 

aooL 
Then like a toad or like a newt would whisper in my ears ; 
Or like a rock stood in my way, or like a poisonous shrub. | 

At last I caught him in the form of Tiriel blind and old, \ 

And so I'll keep him. Fetch your father, fetch forth 

llyratana.* 

« 

They stood confounded, and thus Uriel raised his silver voice. 

' Serpents, not toot, why do you stand T Fetch hither Tiriel, 

Fetch hither Myratana, and delight yourselves with scoffs ; ! 

For poor blind Tiriel is returned, and this much-iz^ured head \ 

U may for yoor Utf uunu. C««. forth. «« of tb. | 

caiMt' J 

lleandme the other sons of Tiriel nxk around their father, ( 

Coofoonded at the tetiiUe strength ifljim. They knew 'twas 

vain, 
Both spear and shield were nselessi and the coat of iron mail. 

When Ijim stretched his mighty arm; the arrow Iraa his ^ 

EaU 
lUboQBded, and the piercing sword broke 00 his naked flesh. 1 
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'Then it b tnw, Htuant, chat thoa ban nuriMd thy agwi' 
parant 
! .. To Utha sport or wintry viads.' nid ^im t ' it this tnMT 

It b a lie, and 1 am liko the traa torn by tho wind, • 

' ' ' Thoa cyelcM fiand and yoa dinamhtora 1 la thia TiritTa* 

|,' honsa? 

It ta as lalaa as Matha, and as dark as vacant Oicoa. . 

EiGBptb ya fiands, for ^jim will not lift haa hand agalatt yOi' 



So faying, IJIm gloomy tnmad hit back, and iHant loaght 
1^ Moat IbvHtt, and aU night waadaiad b dasolaia wayi. 



And agad TSrial itood and laid: *Whara doaa tha thmdar 

sleep? 
Where doth ba hida hb tarribb head? and hb swift and fieiy 

daughters. 
Where do they shroud thab fiery wings, and tha terrors of thair 

hair? 
Earth, thas I stamp thy bosom I foosa tha aarthquaka from hb 
j den, 

To raise hb dark and boming visage through tha cleaving 

ground. 
To thrust these towers with hb shoulders I Let hb fiery 

dogs 
Rias from the csntrsb belching flamaa and roaring dark 

smoke I 
Where art thou, Pastabocak that bathast in logs and standing 
; bkes? 

Raise op thy shiggish Hmba, and bt the Ipathsomest of 



Drop from thy gannenta aa thou walkest, wrapped b yellow 
|, ckmdsl * 

! Here take thy seat b thb wide court ; let b be atvswn with 



And sit and sadb upon these cnraed sous of Tiriel ! 
Thunder, and fii% and psatilsMa, besir you not Tiriells cwae?' 



» 



u>. 
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H« OHMed. TIm hMivf doods confused rolled rooad thai loftj 

towen, 
Dbchaigiof thdr oDonnotu voiced at the (ktbo^t cotm. 
*.TIm earth treaibled, fires belched from the yawning clefts, . 

And, when the shaking ceased, a fog posMieed tht aoeuaed 

ciima. - . • ! 

I 
• t 

The cry vaa great in TSriel's paUoe. Hu fiv« daaghtart ran, \ 

And caught hfan hy the garments, weeptag with ccies of Utter 

» 

'\ . 

:i 

'Ay, now yon feel the cune, you cry I but may all ears ha ' !' 



As Uriel's, and all eyes as bliod as Tiriers, to your woes I 
Jiay never starsshine on your roofs, may never sun nor moon 
Vint yon, hot eternal fogs hover around your walls I— 
Heia, my youngest daughter, thou shalt lead me from this 

And let the cune fell on the rest, and wrap them up together I * 

He ceased, and Hela led her father from the noisome place. 
In haste they fled, while all the sons and daughters of Tiriel, 
Chained in thick darkness, uttered cries of moumbg all the 

night. 
And in the morning, lo I an hundred men in ghastly death, 
The four daughters, stretched on the marble pavement, silent, 

all 
Fallen by the pestUenoe,— the rest moped round in guilty fears ; 
And all the children in their beds were cut off in one night. 
Thirty of TSriel's sons remained, to wither in the palace-- 
PeeoUta, loathed, dumb, astonished— waiting for black death. 



And Hela led her father through the silence of the night, 
Aiionbhed^ silent, till tl)e morning beams began to spring. 

' Now, HeU, I can go with pleasure, and dweU with Har and 
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' ^ Nov that thm cum •hall dcaa d«voar all tfaon guilty 

i This b the right and rtady way ; I know it hy tha sooad 

That our feat male*. Ra ui ag i h a r, Hala, I hav« lavad thaa from 
death: 
1 1 < Then he ohedieot to thy father, for the cone b takaa off 



I dwelt with Myratana five yeart in the desolate rock i 
Aad all that tinie we waited for the fire to iail ftoas beavaa« 
Or for the tonreats of the sea to overwhelm yon aU. 
Bat BOW my wUe b dead, and all the time of grace b past. 
Yon see the parsot^ caiae. Now lead me where I haio 



' O Icagncd with evil spiriti^ thoB accarmd maa of sin,— 
Tkue, I was horn thy dava. Who ashed thee to save me from 

death? 
Twas for thyself, thoa crael maa, heoaaso thoa waatesC eysa.' 



*Tnie, HcU, thb b the desert of all thoee crosl 

Is Tfriel cmdT Look! hb daughter— aad hb yooageet 



Laaghs at affcctioa. glories b rsbeUioa, scoffi at kve. 

I have aot ate these two days ; lead ate to Har aad Heva's 



Or I will wrap thee op ia soch a terrible fothai's cone 

That thoa ihalt liel wofflM ia thy amrrow creepiag throoi^ thy 



'I 

Yet thoa shak lead am. Lead me^ I fmmmsnd, to Har aad 
Heva.' 



'Ocroill Odestroysr! Oconmmerl Oavaogerl 

To Har aad Heva I will lead thee; thea would that they would 



Thea would th^y cane as thou halt aused I But they are aot 

like thee! 
O they are holy aad forjiviag, filled with loviag mercy, 
Forgetdag the offeaem of their aiost rt^ttitont diildrsaf 
Or ebe thou woulds< aot havu Ibud to cuna thy helpbsi 
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* Lrak OB wcf «ycs, Hda, And tec (for thoa hast «yct to sot) 
Tbo totn nPtO firom my ttooy founuint; wbcnfoio do I 

woep? 
Whtrtfen from Bjblind orbs art tbott not toind with poiiOOOM 

tdogsT 
Loagh, ttipst, yooagctt venomout repulo of tho fltsh of 

Tlridl 
Laugh, for thy father Tiriel shall giva thea caoaa to fauigh, 
Uaksa tho« load mo to the tent of Har, child of tha cnna I ' 

' SDeaoa thy ovQ tongue, thou murderer of thy helpless chUdrm 
I load thao to tha tent of Har : not that I mind thy coxae. 
Bat that I Ital they will cunte thee, and hang upon thy booes 
Pdl thaldag agonies, and b each wrinkle of that face 
Plaot wonns of death to feast upon the toogue of tanriblo 



' Hela, my daughter, listen I Thou art the daughter of TirieU 
Thy father calls. Thy father HAs his hand unto the heaveiks, 
For thou hast laughed at my tears, and cursed thy aged 

&ther: 
iM snakes rise from thy bedded locks, and Uugh among thy 

curlsl' 

Ho ceased. Her dark hair upright stood, while snakes infolded 

round 
Her madding browi : her shrieks appalled the soul of TirieL 

'What have I done, Hela, my daughter? Fear'st thou now 

thacniso 
Or wherefofo doot thoa cry 7 Ah, wretch, to curse thy aged 

fttherl 
Lead ma to Har and Heva, and the cune of Tiriel 
Shall IhiL Ifthoa rsfose, howl in the desoUu mountains.' 



She, howling, led him over mountains and through Orightod 
TSn to the cavos of 2asel they approached at eventide. 
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Forth from thdr cuvct old Zutl and hit mos nu, wltw they 



; • lltdrtynuttpriiiot blind, Mdhbdaqghtorhowliof and iMdiag 

M liin* 

ji ; They bnglMd and mockad ; mom thrav dirt and itoott at thay 

paaed hj. 
But, when Tiriel turned around and laittd hb awful volot. 
Some fled awaf ; hot ZMd itood still, and that began ^— 

'! i 

ij * * * Bald tyiant, wrinkled cnmUng, listen to ZaaeTi chains ; 

Twas thoo that chained thy bracher Zaael I Where aia now 

thine eyes T 
Shout, beaotiful daughter of Tiriel; thoo dngcst a tweet 

soogi 
Where are yon going T Come and eat mom roott, and drink 



Thy crown is bald, old man ; the sun will dry thy brains away. 
And thou wilt he at foolish at thy foolish brother ZaaeL' 

The blind sum heard, and snM)U his brsasi; and trembling 



They threw dirt after them, till to the covert of a wood 
The howUag maiden led her father, where wild beasts resort. 
Hoping to end her woes ; but firom her cries the tigers iled. 
All night th^y wandered through the wood ; and, when the ton 



They entered on the mownrains of Har. At aooo the happy 

tentt 

Were frighted by the dasnud cries of Hela on the -w*-******** 

i . 
• But Har aad Heva slept foarless at bahea oo loving breasti. 

Mnetha awoke ; she ran aad stood at the tent-door, and saw 

The aged wanderer led towards the tenta. She took her bow. 

And chose her arrows, than advanced to meet the terrible pair. 



Aad Mnetha hasted, aad met them ai the gata of the lower 



' Stand Stan, or from ay bow lactlfo a thaip aad wingid 



t death I' 
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TImb Tfarid stood, tayiog : ' What soft mice tluwttns sacb 

bitMrthiogst 
L«id mt to Htf Md Heva : I am Tiriel, King of tho^Wtst.' 

Aad llartlia Ud tlism to the tent of Har ; and Har aad4Itva 

lUa 10 tha door. When Tiriel felt the ankles of aged Har, 
Ho said t ' O w«ak aUstaken father of a lawless raca, 
Tlqriawsb O Har, and Tiriel's wisdom, end together la a corsa. 
Wbrr is ona law given to the lion and the patient ox, 
Aad wiij ■•a bound beneath the heavens in a reptile form, 
A worm of rfjcty winters creeping on the dusty ground T 
TlmdUld ipriogt firom the womb ; the lather ready stands to 



Tito io&at htod, wbila tha mother idly plays with her dog oobor 



Tito yonag bosom is cold for lack of mother^s nourishmtnt, aad 

■iUe 
It CBt off from tbo woeping mouth with difficulty and paio. 
TKa little Uds are lifted, and the little no&trils opened ; 
Tba fiuker forms a whip to rouse*the sluggish senses to act, 
Aad scourges off all youthful fancies from the new*bom man. 
Tb«i walks tha waak in(ant in sorrow, compelled to number 

foptstopa 
Upoa tha saad. And, when the drone has reached his crawling 

wagta, 
Bbdc btrriit appear that poison all round him. Such was 

TifW,- 
Compallod 10 pray repugnant and to humble the immortal 

TDl I aai>8Bbtl« as a serpent in a paradise, 

Conwing all—both flowen and iruiu, insecu and warbling 

bScdi. 
Aad BOOT ay paradisa is (alien, and a drear sandy plain 
Rotaiaa ay thirtty hissingt in a curse on thee, O Har, 
IlinahoB fitther of a lawless race 1— My voice is past.' 

Ho OiMiod. oatstrstchod at Har and Heva's feet in awful death. 
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THE BOOK OP THEL. 
TKiL't Morra 



DoM dw Bagla liMw what It h tto pM^ 

Or wQitlioa go aik tiM Molaf 
Cu vHidoa b« pvt fai A ilh«r lod. 

Or lov* ki a foldM bowl f 

t. 

Thb Daughten of [tbc] Scrmphim Ud round their nuioy flocfcl 
All but th« youngtst : she la palctiew aoaght the Mcrac air. 
To fiule away like mominK boutty from her mortal day. 
Down by the river of Adooa her loft voice is heard. 
And thus her gentle Umentation falb like morning dew. ^ 
' O life of this our Spring I why fades the lotus of the water? 
Why fade these children of the Springy bom but to smik and 

lalir 
Ah ! Thel is like a watery bow, and like a parting doud. 
Like a reflection in a gfaus, like shadows in the water. 
Like dreams of infants* like a smile upon an infant's lace. 
Like the dove's voice, like transient day, like music in the air. 
Ah I gentle may I Uy me down, and gentle rest my head. 
And gentle sleep the sleep of death, and gentle hear the voiot 
Of Him that walkcth in the garden in the evening time I ' 

The Lily of the Valley, breathing hi the hamUe grass. 
Answered the lovely maid, and said : ' I am a watery weed. 
And I am very small, and love to dwell in lowly vale ; 
So weak, the gilded butterfly scarce perches on my head. 
Yet I am visited from heaven ; and He that smiles on aO 
Walks in the valley, and eadi mom over me spreads His hand. 
Saying, ** Rejoice, thou humble grass thou new-bom lily-flower, 
Thou gentle maid of silent valleys and of OMdest brooks ; 
For thou shalt be dothed in light and led with morning manna, 
Till summer't heat mails thee beside the fenotaias and thi 

sonnffB> 
To flourish in eternal vales." ThnwIijibonldTlMlooaiplalB) 
WI^ ihonkl the miMraii of dM vnlet of Har uttv A right ' 
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Tlnl ■■■■■!' 'OdwaBulivfaihof ihtpMmTulnUir, 
CMdfM IbOM (IM wilt «B»^ tkl lOicaloi, th* o'otlnd : 
Thy lanili doA aaufah tbi tanoanl lunb; h* iBiaUi i^ 



W^^'Ut aUdMd ankfaBOBtb thm kll coniacaiu uiaU. 

Thr wioa dtth parity lb* (ifalMI iMAqr ; llij parfuma, 

WUdi tbaa doM hMM ■• xnrr liuU bUd* of fnw tluu 



'Qonn of ihi mta^' lb* Lilj aninnd, 'uk lb* tMdw 
Oood, 

Aad It ibaU taU (hM whr It ^Rn In tht moraini iky, 
Aad lAjr It leaiuii iu bri(hi beulr ibrousb Ih* hsmid dr. 
DMCnd, O liul* Oood; tad bonr bclbn tbi aya of TluL ' 
n* Oood dMOtuM ; aad tlM LUt bond bar Bodcu haad. 



Tbaa « aball Htk thaa, but 
I fuB anir ; jat 1 complain, aad 
Tb* Oood ihan ahowad hii lolda 
Bmnring and gliuanng oa lb* air, 
'O ni^, kaow'at Ihoa dm oar 



in on* boor tboa bd'at 

Sad. Ah I Tbd it IOe* M 

ao so* baan nj tdic*.' 

I baad, and bit brisbt fora 

bd«n iba be* oTTbaL 

lUadt drink of tha goldn 
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When Lwrah doth icn«w hit bonet I IiOok'fC thoo on wcf 
yooth. 



I AndfeuvsctboabccaoMlnuushandamsateooiiMvtT 

Nothing remaiitt. O nutid, I idl thac, whca I pan away. 



p [ It it to tenfold lif«» to lov«, to peftca, and rapto^ holy. 

Unseen descending weigh my light wings upon balmy floweia, 
Aad oomt the fair-eyed Dew to take me to her shining teat : 
The weeiMng vixgin tremhling kneels before the risen son. 
Till we arise, linked in a golden band, and never par^ 
i . Bot walk united, bearing food to all oar tender flowen.' 

|| if 'Dost thoo, O little Cloodt I fear that I am not like thee ; 

; I ) For I walk through the vales of Har, and smell the sweetatt 
f . tl flowers, 

I Ij Bat I feed not the little flowen : I hear the warbling birds, 

< \ Bttt I feed not the warbling birds, they fly and seek their food. 

\ j Bot Thel delights in these no more 1 because Z fode away, 

I J* And aO shall say, " Without a ose this shining woman lived ; 

I I Or did she only live to be at death the food of worms?" 



The Qood reclined upon his airy throne, and answered thoa : 

' Then if thoQ art the food of worms, O virgin of the skies. 

How great thy use, how great thy blessinf I Every thing that 

lives 
Lives not alone nor for itself. Pear not, and I will call 
The weak Worm from iu lowly bed. and thou shalt hear its 



Come forth. Worm of the silent valley, to thy pensive qi 



T^e helplem Worm aroee, and sat upon the lily's leaf. 
And the bright Qood sailed OB to find his paitner in the vala. 



3- 

Tbea Thel, astonished, viewed the Worm upon itt dewy bed. 

y ' Art thou a wonn, image of weakness? art thou bat A worm? 

I see thee, like an iafoat, wnipped b the Lily's leaC 
Ah! weep not, little veioei thou canst not speak, but thoa 



IstUsawormT I see thee lay helpless and naked, weepfag, 
Aad BOQO to aofpsr, BOQO to cherish thee with 
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Tte Ood of Ckf iMtfd dM Wona't voics, and laittd b« 



Sbt bowad ow dM VMpiof bfiuit, and her Ur« «xha]«d 
Inadlklyfaodnin: tfaao 00 Thfd ihc fix^d h«r hombU «fiii 

*ObatniyofthtVBlttofHarl w« Uv« not for outmIym. 
Thoa atMt om^ tha — inwt thing, and 10 I am todcad. 
My boMfli of itMir ii cold, aad of itself U dark ; 
But Ha that lovoa dM bwly poun Hit oil upon my head, 
AadkbeeaoMb aad biada Hit nopcial bandt around my bmi^ 
And ays: "Thoa Mother of my children, I have loved tha% 
And I have givwi thaa a crown that none can uke away." 
Bat ham thb b» iwe n maid, I know not, and I cannot know ; 
Ipoador»aBdIcaBBOtpoBdar: yet I live and love I* 

Tba Daaghter of Beanty wiped her pitying tean with bar 

wUtaveO, 
And add: 'Alaal I knew not thit, and therefore did I weep. 
That God would love a worm I knew, and punish the evil foot 
That wilfol bnised its helpless form ; but that He cherished it 
With milk and oil I never knew, and therefore did I weep. 
And I complained in the mild air, becauM I fade away. 
And lay ma down in thy cold bad, and leave my shining lot.' 

*Qnaon of the vales,* the matron Qay answered, ' I heard thy 

And all thy moans flew o'er my roof, bat I have called them 

down. 
Wikthoa,0(piceo, enter my house r Tis given thee to enter, 
And to ftton 1 fear nothing, enter with thy virgin feet.* 



4. 

Tha ateraal gates* terrific Porter lifted the northern bar ; 
Thd entered in, and saw the secrets of the land unknown. 
She saw tha coaches of the dead, and where the fibrous root 
Of tveiy heart on earth infixes deep iu restlen twists : 
A laDd of sorrows and of tears, where never smile was seen. 

Sha waadend !n tha land of doods, through valleys darl^ 

littsBing 

T^olffani md himmitiri'*'" ? waitbg oft beside adawygmva^ 
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She stood ia sikaoe, fitteomg to the Tolcetof th« grooad, 
TiU to her own gravo-plot iho cmm, and there she aat dowDt 
And heard this voice of eorTOV breathed firom the hoUov piL 

' Why canooc the ear he doted to its owa destrvctioB t 
Or the gUstenbg eye to the poison of a smile? 
Why are eyelids stored with arrows ready drawi^ 
Where a thousand fig^htinic-men In ambush li^ 
Or an eye of gifts and greces showering fruitt and coined gold T 
Why a tongue impressed with hooey from every wind? 
' \. Why an ear, awhirlpool fierce to draw creations bT - 

Why a nostril wide inhaUng terror, trembling, and aflri^T 
Why a tender curb upon the youthful burning boy? 
Why a little curtain of flesh on the bed of oar desiie t' 

i ;. The Vtigin started from her seat, and with a shriek 

Fled back unhindered tOl she came into the vales of Uac 



' I, 
1 •■ 

I THE MARRIAGE OP HEAVEN AND HELL. 



TRS AMSUMSNT. 
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RiKTKAH roars and shakes \Sa fires ia the bqidsBad air* 
Hungry doods swag on the deepw 

Once meek and in a periloas path 
The Just man kept his ooorse fl Lw^g 
The Vale of Death. 
Roees are planted where thone grow. 
And on the barren heath 
^ Sing the honey bees. 

Then the periloas path was planted. 
And a river and a spring 
Oo every diffand tomb, 
And on the bleached booee 
Red clay brought forth t 
; !. • TiU the vUlab left the paths of ease 

To walk in periloas path^ and diiva 
f 'TheJattBaaimohaniadiaMS.' 



J 
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Nov tha HMftldag MqMBt walks 
iBBfldhamility: 

AadthaJiutBMiiafMbiba wilds ' 
WhwtBoas 



Riatnh raan aad ihakas his fires in ths bordcaad air, 
H vigry doadt twag on the deep. 



THE VOICE OF THE DEVIL. 

All Biblts or sacrsd codes have been the causes of the foUow- 
iagtRors;— 

s. That man has two real existing principles, vis., a body 
aadaaouL 

a. That energy, called evil, is alone from the body ; and 
^kat reason, called good, is alone from the souL 

> That God will torment m^n m eternity for following his 



Baft the following contraries to these are tme ^— 

s. Man has no body distinct from his soul. For that called 

%l^ is a portion of soul discerned by^ five senses, the chief 

^Mi of soal in this age. 

^^boaad or outward circumferenoe of energy. 
^ SMfgy is stanul delight. 



As A now heaven fa begun, and it is now thirty-three years 
iiacs ila advent, the eternal hell revives. And lo 1 Sweden- 
bofgfa the angel sitting at the tomb : his writings are the linen ' 

doihes folded op. Now is the dominion of Edom, and the 
latum of Adam into Paradise.— See Isaiah xxxiv. and xunr. 
€ha^ I 

Withoot ceotraries is no progrenioo. Attraction and repol- i 

iloB, leasoQ and energy, love and hau, are necessary to 



FkoaiiheseooBtrariesspring what the religious call good and \ 

«riL Good fa the passive that obeys reason; evil fa the \ 

maien springing finom energy. 

Ocodfaheaven. EvUuheU. 
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ThoM who restrain doira, do lo becaoM thdn is wvak 
enough to be restninad ; and tha restrainer or wicn naorp* iu 
placo and g o v erns tho onvdUiog. 

And being mtrainod, it by degrMS booomat psMivi^ tiO it it 
only tha shadow of dasira. 

Tha history of this it written b Fttradlsa Lost; and tha 
Goremor or Reason is called Messiah. 

And the original archangel or possessor of tha comma wi of 
tlM heavenly host is called the Devil, or Satan, and hit chilirsa 
M« called Sin and Death. 
' Bat b the book of Job^ Milton's Messiah b called Satan. 

For this hbtory has been adopted by both partisa. 

It indeed appeared to reason at if desire wat catt oat, hot 
the Devil's aocoont is, that the Messiah fell, and formed a 
heaven of what ha stob from the abyss. 

This is shown m tha Gospel, where he prays to tha Father to 
sand the Comforter or desira that reawo may have ideas lo 
boild on, the Jehovah of the Dible being no other than he who 
dwells b flaming fire. Knowi that after ChrittTs death he 
became Jehovah. 

But b Milioo, the Father b destby, the Son a ratb of tha 
five sensei^ and the Holy Ghost vacnom 1 

NoT&^The rsasQO Milton wrou b fetters when ha wrou of 
nngab and God, and at liberty when of deviU and hell, b 
becaaae he was a tma poet, and of the devil's party withoot 
knowiagit. 

K MEMORABLE FANCY. 

. j At I wat waQcbg among tha firet of hell, delighted with tha 

e^joymantt of genius, which to angtU look like torment and 
insanity, I collected soma of their proverbs, thinking that 
■a the sayings used b a natioa mark its character, so tha pro- 
iwbt of hell show the natore of infernal wisdom bettor than any 
description of boihiings or garments. 

Whan 1 caoaa hoom, on the abyw of the five sanest, wfaare a 
flat-eided steep frowns over the present wocid, Z saw amighty 
davil folded b black doodt hovering on the tides of the rock ; 
• with corroding firet ha wrou tha following s e ntence now par- 
caivod by tha minds of men, and read by them on aanh :— 
' How do yott know bat ovary bird that catt tha airy way 
It an immtMa woeld of daligitt, dotad by ywr aantat fivo t ' 
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PROVERBS OP HELU ' 

In SMd-ttoM leftrn. ia harvest teach, m winter eiOo7* 

Drive your cart aod your plough over the bones of the dead. * \ 

The road of exoeit leads to the palace of witdooi. * | 

* Pradeooe it arkh ngiy old maid oouited by locapadty. ' f 

* He who desirei^ bot actt not, breeds pestOenoe. ' 

The Cttt worm forgives the plough. i 

Dip him ia the river who loves water. \ 

* A fool tees not the sane tree that a wise num sees. 1 
He whose laoe gives nojight shall never become a star. 

Eternity is in love with the productions of time. 

* The bosy bee has no time for sorrow. ' 
The hours of foUy are measured by the dock, but of wtsdoa 

BO dock can neasore. 

AH wfaolesooM (bod is caught without a net or a trap. 

Bring oat nomber, weight, and measure in a year of dearth. 

Nobirdsoarstoohighif he soars with his own wings. * 

A dead body revenges not injuries. 
«Tbe most sublime act is to set another before you. 

If the fool would persist in his foUy he would become wise. ' 

Folly is the doak of knavery. • 

Shame is pride's doak. * ^ j 

Prisons are built with stones of Uw, brothels with bricks of \ 

laligioo. • i 

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God. 

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God. • • 

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God. 

* The nakedness of woman is the work of God, 

* Excess of sorrow laughs, excess of joy weeps. 

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of 
dte stormy sea, and the destructive sword are portions of 
•taraity too great for the eye of man. 

The fox condemns the trap, not himself. 

Joys impregnate, sorrows bring forth. 

Let nun wear the fell of the lion, wotnan the fleece of the 
sheep. , 

* The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship. 

The sdfiA' smiling fool and the sullen frowning fod shall be 
both thought vrise that they may be a rod. 

* What is now proved was oaoe only imagined. ' 
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Tbeiat, ths iiMMiflek Um Ibx, tbt nbbit watdi th» rootai iht 
<i , lion, th« tiger, the hotse, the elephant %ratch the fHiits. 

} The eastern containt, the fountain overflowe. 

I ^ One thoofl^ filb immensity. 

j * Always he ready to speak your mind, and a base nun will 

avoid yon. * 

* Everything pomihle to he believed it an image of truth. * 
The eagle never lost so mnch time as when ha mbmittod 

to leam of the crow, 
f, ' The fox provides for himself, but God provides for the lion. 

• Think in the morning, act in the noon, eat in the evening, 
sleep in the night. 

• He who has soflered yoo to impose 00 him knows yott. * 
As the plough follows vrords, so God rewards prayers. 
The tigen of wrath are wiser than the horses of instractioo. ' 

I Expect poison from the standing water. ' 

( Yon never know what is enough unless yon kaov vhat is 

I awre than enough. 

i j Listen to the fool's reproach ; it b a kingly title. 

The eyes of fire, the nostrils of air, the mouth of water, tho 
besrd of earth. 

The weak in courage is strong in cunning* 

The apple tree never asks the beech how he shall grow, nor 
die lion the hocM how he shall take his prey. 

* The thankful receiver bean a plentiful harvest. 
If others had not been fooUsh we shoukl he sa ' 
The soul of sweet delight can never be defiled. * 
When thou seest an eagle, thou ioest a poctSoo of geainiu 

Lift up thy head I 

As the caterpi liar chooees the fairest leavM to lay her eggs OB, 
so the priest lays his cune on the fairest joys. 

To crsate n little flower i« the labour of agesi 

Danra braces, bless lelaxes. 

The beat wine is the oldest, the beat water tho oewwL 

• Prayers ptoogh not; praises reap not; Joys kagh not; 
WTows weep noc 

The head sub&me. the heart pathos, tho geaitab beaaiy, tib% 
hands and feet proportion. 
AstheairtoabMaOriha sea to a fish, so la ooatempt to tho 
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Thtoovviihtdcvwytlii^ wubUck; iht owl that 
thiafWMwUiab 1 

• Exttbtmaoa fa bttniy. 

If the Boo was advfaod by tho fox, he woold be mnninc. 

laproyewint OMkee ttnigbl iomU, bat the ciooked roods 
without faBpnwomtsft art roods of gentns. • 

SooQor msidor oa infiuit in its cndlo than aono mactod 



Whwt aya fa BOl, nataro Sft barren. • 
•Thithcan aovor bo told so as to be ondewtood and not he 



Xaooghl onooBoch. 
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Tho aaefant poets animated all sensible objects with gods or 
gsniuiei. caOinff them by the names and adorning them with 
tho properties of woods, rivers, mountains, lakes, cities, 
aatioos, and whatever their enlarged and numerous senses ooold 
poreeiiro. And particularly they studied the genius of each 
city and cooatry, placing it under iu mental deity. Till a 
ifttem was formed, which some took advantage of and enslaved 
the vnlgarby attempting to realixe or abstract the mental deities 
fipom their objects. Thus began priesthood. Chootiog forms of 
worship firom poetic tales. And at length they pronounced that 
tho gods had ordered such things. Thus men forgot that all 
deitaos reside in the human breast. 

A MEMORABLE FANCY. 

TMs Prophets Isaiah and Eaekiel dined with me. and I asked 
them how they dared so roundly to assert that God spoke to 
them, and whether they did not think at the time that they 
would be misunderstood, and so be the cause of imposition. 

Isaiah answersd : ' 1 saw no God, nor heard any, in a finite 
orgaaical perception \ but my senses discovered the infinite in 
ovsrything ; and as I was then persuaded, and remain confirmed, 
that tho iroioe of honest indignatioo is the voice of God, I cared 
for onnsequsacsi, but wrote.* 

Tbealiskod: ' Does a firm persuasioa that a thing b so, 
itsoT' 

Ho itplied : * All poeu believe that it does, and in ages of 
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; { i imagination this firm pcrraanoa removad noimtiJnt ; boK many 

an not aqiabla ofa firm prrwiation of anything.' 

Then Ezakiel aaid : 'The philosophy of tha East tanght th« 

i; first principles of human pcrcaption; somo nations held ona 

j principle for iha origin, and some another. We of Israel tanght 

J. that the poetic genius (as yon now call it) was the first principle, 

, \ and all the others merely derivative, which was the cans^ of onr 

despising the priests and philosophers of other countries, and 
prophesying that all gods would at last be proved to originata 
in ours, and to be the tributaries of the poetic genius. It was 
'this that our great poet King David desired so fervently, and 
invokes so pathetically, saying by this he conquers aoemies and 
governs kingdoms ; md we so loved our God that we cursed in 
His name all the deities of surrounding nations, and asserted 
that they had rebelled. From these opinions the vulgar caoae 
to think that all nations would at last be subject to the Jews. 

* This,* said he, * like an firm persuasions, is come topassi for all 
nations believe the Jews' code, and worship the Jews* God raad 
what' greater subjection can bet' 

I heard this with some wonder, and most confess my own coo«- 
viaion. After dinner I askad Isaiah to favour the worid with 
his lost works ; he said none of equal value was lost. Eaekiel 
said tha same of his. 

I also asked Isaiah what made him go naked and barefoot 
three years. He answered, 'The same that made our fiiead 
Diogenes tha Grecian.' 

I then asked Esekiel why he ate dung, and lay so long on his 
right and left side. He answered, 'The desire ef raising othea 
men into a pereeption of the infinite. Tbb the North Americaa 
tribes practise. Andishehooest who resists his genius or coo- 
ideacsb only fiwr the sake of priisnt eaiaor grarificaiion t* 

Tha aodent tradition that tha world win be coniumed in firt 
at tha end of six thousand years istras^aa I have beard fima 
hen. 

For tha dMrab with his flaaung sword is hereby c o mmand ed 
to leave his guard at [the] tree of XS% and when he does, the 
whole creation witt be conenmad, and a ppear iafiaiia and ho|y» 
it now appears fiidta and oocmpt. 
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TUt will coat topaatbyaa iiaprovein«nt ofMOtual ti^oy* 

MOt. 

BotfinttlMaociondttt man has a body distinct from his soul 

ii to be wpoagod ; this I shall do, by priodng in tho inftnal j 
— ih od by cotwa i w ^ which in hell are salutary and m fdiriB a l , 

■eirinc appmnt MrfMes away, and displaying the infiatte m 

whichwathid. | 

If the doon of pcroeptioo were cleansed, everything woold , | ' 

appeartOBMaaa it is, infinite. 1 < 

ForaMahatdoeedhimself tap, till he sees all things throagfa / < 

chiaka of Ui cavern. ' ' 

I 



A MEMORABLE FANCY. 

i 

I WAa ia a pfiating*house in hell, and saw the method in | 

wlkidi knowledge is transmitted from generation to generation. 

In the fint chamber was a dragon-man, clearing away the 
rabbikh from a cave's mouth ; within, a number of dragons were 
hollowing the cave. 

In the seoood duunber was a viper folding round the rock and 
the cave, and othen adorning it with gold, silver, and predous 



< 



In the third chamber was fii eagle with wings and feathers 
of aar ; he caused the inside of the cave to be infinite ; around 
were ntunbers of eagle-like men, who built palaces in the 
immense difis. 

In the fourth chamber were lions of flaming fire ras^g around i 

and melting the metals into living fluids. \ 

In the fifth chamber were unnamed forms, which cast the ; . 

OMtals into the expanse. ( ' 

There they were received by men who occu|Med the sixth j 

chamber, and took the forms of books, and were arranged b 
lihnuies. 



t 

The giantt who formed this worid into iu sensual existence, t 

and now seem to live in it in chains, are in truth the causes of I 

its life aqd the sources of all activity, but the chains are the | 

canning of weak and tame minds, which have power to resist t 

eaeigy, according to the proveib, 'The weak in courage iastroQg j 
■a caaainsc.' 
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Thus OM portiQo of bcSng U th* Prolific^ th« othtr the 
J ;| Dtvooring ; to th« devourer it Menu at if the producer was ia 

; ■ his chains ; hot it Li not so, ha only takes portions of axistanoa, 

(j and fancies that the whole. 

Bat the Prolific woold cease to be prolific nnless the Davoorsr 
as a sea received the excess of hb delights. 
I Some will say, * Is not God alone the Prolific?' I answer, 

'God only acts and b in existing bebgs or men.' 
These two classes of men are always upon eaith. and they 
^ '( shoold be enemies: whoever tries to reconcile them seeks to 

• h i! „ 

Religion is an endeavour to reconcile the two. 
Non.— Jesns Chmt did not wish to unite but to separata 
diem, as in the parable of sheep and goatt { and He says : ' I 
not to send peace, but a sword.' 
Messiah, or Satan, or Tempter, was formerly thought to be 
of the antediluvians who are our enetgies. 



A MEMORABLE FANCY. 



< J! i: An Angel came to me and said: 'O pitiable foolish young 

i [ ' !' man ! O horrible, O dreadful state ! consider the hot burning 

r. >i dungeon thou art preparing for thyself to all eternity, to which 

'! thou art going in such career.* 



I sdd : * Perhaps you will be willing to show ma my eternal 
lot, and we will oontemplau together upon it, and see whether 
s :( your lot or mine is most desirable.' 

So he took me through a stable, and through a church, and 
down into the diurch vault, at the end of which was a nsill ; 
through the mill we went, and caase to a cave, down the wind« 
ing cavern we groped our tedious way, till a void boundless as- 
a nether sky appeared beneath us, and we held by the roots of 
trees, and hung over tUs immensity ; but I said : * If yoo 
please, we will oonuut ourMlves to this void, and sea whether 
Pirovidence is here also; if you will not, I will* Bat ha 
answersd: 'Do not pieiume, O young man; but as we here 
rsosain, b^old thy lot, which will soon appear wkaa the darioMiS 
away.' 

So X inaiasd with hia steli« la the tvlMad root of «i 
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oak ; \m wai Mispaidcd ia a (nogus, which hung with lb« haad 
downward into Um dccpw 

B]r degrees wc beheld the infinite abyu, fiery as the smoke of 
abuming city ; beneath lu at an immense distance was the sun, 
black but shining ; round it were fiery tracks on which revolved 
vast qnden, crawling afkcr their prey, which flew, or rather 
twuff, in tho ufinile deep, in the most terrific shapes of animals 
•prang lioa oomiptioo ; and the air was full of them, and 
seemed cump oa rd ofthem. These are devils, and are called powers 
of the air. I now asked my companion which was my eternal 
lol. He said : ' Between the black and white spidcn.' 

But now, from betw e en the black and white spiders a dood 

and fira burst and rolled through the deep, blackening all 

beneath so that the aether deep grew black as a sea, and rolled 

mih a tenible noise. Beneath ma mtm nothing now to be seen 

but a black tempest, till looking East between the clouds and 

ibe waves, we saw a cararyt of blood mixed with fire, and not 

■any stones* throw from us apricared and sunk again the scaly 

fald of a Boostrous serpent. At last to the East, distant about 

three degrees, appeared a fiery crest above the waves ; slowly it 

liared like a ridge of golden rocks, till we discovered two globes 

oCcrimson fire, from which the sea fled away in clouds of smoke ; 

and now we saw it was the head of Leviathan ; his forehead was 

divided into streaks of green and purple, like those on a timer's 

fanhaad ; soon we saw his mouth and red gills hang just above 

the laging foam, tinging the black deep vriih beams of blood, 

^Avandng toward us with all the fury of a spiritual existence. 

My friend the Angel climbed up from his sution into the mill 
I ftnuiaed alone, and then this appearance was no more, but 1 
louad myself sitting on a pleasant bank beside a river by moon- 
Bght, bearing a harper who sun;; to the harp ; and his theme 
^^j 'Xbe man who never alters his opinion is like standing 
.^g ^i » ggd biteds reptiles of the mind.* 

iWt I iNMb *o*^ sought for the mill, and there I found my 
AaidL whff, surprised, asked me how I escaped. 

I g^Mied : * AU that we saw was owing to your metaphysics ; 

fawbnyouiaaaway, I found myself on a bank by moonlight, 

■^tfktf a hftrptf** ^"^ '^^ '**^ \^s^ seen my eternal lot, shall 

.^y^g^yoiigit' He laughed at my proposal; but I by 

^^^^i^CMifht him in my arms, and flew Westerly through 
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the night, till w* wtre ekvated above th« earth's shadow ; then 
(! Iflungmyself with him directly into the body of the ton; hefe I 

M dothed myself in white, and taking in my hand Swedcnborg't 

!| i^umes sunk from the glorioos dime, and petsfd all the 

j : • planets till we came to Saturn. Here I stayed to rest, and then 

leaped into the void, between Saturn and the fixed stars. 

' Here^' said I, * is your lot ; in tliis space, if space it may 
be called.' Soon we saw the stoble and the church, and I took 
him to the altar and opened the Bible, and lo 1 it was a deep 
pit, into which I descended, driving the Angel beibre me. Soon 
we saw seven houses of brick, one we enured ; In it were a 
i i I number of monkeys, baboons, and all of that species, chained 

by the nuddle, grinning and snatching at one another, but with- 
i held by the shortness of their chains. However, I saw thatthey 

some tim es grew numerous, and then the weak were caught by 
the strong, and with a grinning aspect, first coupled with and 
then devoured by plucking oil fir»t one limb and then another 
till the body was Idt a hdpless trunk ; this, after grinning and 
v ' I ' kisdng it with ififming fondness, they devoured toow And here 

' I ', !. and there I saw one savoorily picking the flesh ctt his own taiL 

I ' ' As the stench terribly annoyed us both, we went into the mill ; 

( : and I in my hand brought the skeleton of a body, which in the 

mill was Aristotle's Analytics. 

So the Angd said : * Thy phantasy has imposed upon me, and 
thou oufl^ttest to be ashamed.' 

I answered % * We impoee on one another, and it is but lost 
time to converse with you whose works are only Analytics.' 
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' I have always found that angels have the vanity to speak 
of themsdvcs as the only wise ; this they do with a confident 
iasoienoe sprouting from systematic rsasoning; 

'Thus Swedenbofg boasts that what he writes is new ; thoogh 
h b only the contents or index of already published books. 

'A man canied a monkey about for a show, and becann ha 
was a little wiser than the monkey, grew vain, and conceived 
himself as much wiser than seven men. It is so with Sweden- 
bofg : he shows the folly of churches, and e x poe es hypoorites, 
tin be imagines that all are reUgioa8»aad himself the siagla 
coe 00 earth that ever broke a net. 

'Mow hear a plain &ct: Swedenborg has not wrkten one mw 
traik K«vhearnBOiber:hahaa«riitanaUtheoldlalsehoodfc 
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* And noir Imw the wn o n : ht ooovened with anfels who 
•ft all rtUgioai, and oonvtnod not with devil* who all hata 
reUgioOt Cor ha waa hwapahia through his conceited nocioot. 

'That Swadcohom^ writings aie a recapitulatioa of all 
niparfteial opinioM. and an analysis of the more soblina, hot 
BO niitbar* 

'Havaaowaaolbarplalolact: any man of mechanical taknu 
■ay fiMi tha writiagi of Paracelstu or Jacob Behmen produoi 
tea thoosand vokuMt of equal value with Swedenborg's, and 
flom thoea of Daala or Shakespeare an infinite number. 

' Bat whan ha haa dona this, let him not say that he knowi 
battar thaa hia iDa0ter» lor ha only holds a candle in sonshiaa.' 



A MEMORABLE FANCY. 
Oncb I saw a DavU in a flame of fire, who arose before an 
Aagal that sat on a dood, and the Devil uttertd these words: 
'Tha wonhip of God is, honouring His gifts in other men each 
acoordiag to his genius, and loving the greatest men besL 
Thoea who envy or calumniate great men hate God, for 
there is no other God.* 

Tha Angel hearing this became almost blue, but maMering 
himself he grew yellow, and at last white-pink and smiling, and 
then replied : *Thou idolater, is not God oneT and is not He 
visible in Jesus Christ f and has not Jesiu Christ given His 
sanction to the law of ten oommandmenu f and are not all other 
men fools, sinners, and nothings 7* 

The Devil answered, ' Bray a fool in a mortar with wheat, 
yet shall not his fbUy be beaten out of him. If Jesus Christ is 
tha greatest man, you ought to love Him in the greatett 
degrsa. Now hear how He has given His sanction to the law of 
ten romftisndmentSi Did He not mock at the Sabbath, and so 
OMck tha Sabbath's God? murder those who were murdered 
becaosa of Him T tarn away the law from the woman taken in 
adoltaiy ? steal the labour of others to support HimT bear false 
witness whan He omitted making a defence before PilateT covet 
whan He prayed for His disciples, and when He bid them shake 
off tha dust of their feet againu soch as refused to kxlgethemt 
I tell yoof ^to virtoa can exist without breaking these ten 
cosBaandmanta. Jasas waa all virtue, and acted fromimpolsc^ 
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Whfcn he had ao tpokco, I btheld Um Aagal, wboitVBtclMd out 
j httannsemhradngthtiUiBtof firtfMidhtwitooonuMdtaad 

aroM at Elijah. 

NoTi.— This Angd. who b now beoooM a Devil, Is my 
particular frieidi w« olUa niad tha BiUa togathar b lia 

iafanial or diabolical MUM, which tha world ihaU hava if Umj 
bthavawall. 

I hava alM tha Bibia of HaU, which tha worid fhaU havo 
\\' whether thay will or no. 



Ooa law for tha Uoo and o« b oppraiiion. 



A SONG OP UBERTY. 

I. Tha atanud fSunala graaaed; it waa heard ovar all tha 
aartht 

a. Albioo'a ooaat b tidt silciits tha American meedowi 
laint. 

y, Shadow! of prophecy ihiirar along by tha lakaa and tha 
riTen* and matter acraei the ocean. Fitaaoe, md down thy 
CDogaon 1 

4. Golden Spain, bant the barrien of old Rome 1 

5. Cait thy keyi, Rome, into tha d ee p do w n <alling^ tfwi 
to eternity down (alliag : 

& Andweepl 

7. In her trembling hands eha took tha new-born tarror, 
howling. 

8. On thooa infinite monnfaint of light now barred oat by 
tha Atlantic tea, the new-bora fire stood before the starry king. 

9. Flagged with grey-browed snows and thanderoas visages, 
tha Jealous wwgs waved over the deep. 

la Tha spcary hand bornad aloft; oabocklad was tha 
shield ; forth want the band of jcalottsy among the flaming hair, 
and barfed the new-bora wonder throogh tha stany aig^ 
i SI. Tha fire, the fire b falling I 

18. Look np I look op I O diiaen of L ondon, enlarge thy 
coontensnca I O Jaw, leave counting gold : rstara to thy oil 
and wine I O African, black Afiricaa 1 (Go^ winged thooght, 
wUea hb fbiahead.) 

13. Tha fiery limbs, tha fiamli^ hair shot liha tha sinking 
■B into the W« 
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14. Waind from hit ««BaliUtpktlM: 
fltdaway. 

15. Down nuhadbtfttlac bis vbgibvabtlMjMloukiDC^ 
■it gny^Mwwsd oouwonocsi choadHOOt wuvion^ cvlid 
vtcenas; amoof hdoM Mid ilittlda, and cbarioi^ howM, 
ahiphinfi. hfnntfi, gmUcs. fli«»g ». Mid iocIeSb 

i& Falling, nuhiac raidng , buriad in iIm f«inl^ «• 
Uithooa's dens. 

17. All night beneath the rains, tbaa dMir wlho flaiMi^ 
laded, emerge round the ^oony Idaig. 

iS. With thunder and fire, leading bis stany hosts Aroof^ 
the watte wildeme«% he pr nmnlg i frs hfa ten comasaDd^^aBdnn 
his beamy eyelids over the deep in daik disauty, 

19. Where the Sco of Fire b bis Baatamdoodt vfaik tba 
Morning phones her golden breast, 

aob Spuming the clouds written with conss, Maaspi the 
stony Uw to dost, loosing the etcnal horses froa tha disM of 
night, crying : ' Eotpirs is no aors I and now tha Uoa and wolf 
shall ceaie,' 

CNOtUt. 

L«t the priettt of the raven of dawn, no longer in deadly blade, 
with hoarse nou curse the tont of Joy. Nor hit accepted 
brethren whom, tyrant, he calls free, lay the bound or build 
the rooC Nor pale religiout lechery call that virgiaaty that 
wiihet, but actt not t 

For everything that livce it holy, 

VISIONS OF THE DAUGHTERS OF ALBION. 
The eye sees more than the heart knows. 

THE AXGUMBNT. 

I LOVBD Theotormon, 
And I was not ashamed ; 
I trembled in my virgin fears, 
And I hid in Leutha't vale. 

* 

I plucked Leutha't flower. 
And I rose up from the vale ; 
But the terrible thunders tore 
My virgin mantle in twain. 

N a 
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VISIONS. 

ZnsLAViOk tUDiMightan of AIUoo wttpt a trambUag lamm- 

tatioa 
Upoo thtir moonfiint ; ia thtir valltyt, ilghs toiraidi AaoioBi 

For tiM toft too] of AoMiica, Oocbooa waadcrad m wot, 
Aloof th* valot of LcQtha Mdciog flow«n to oomfott bcr ; 
And thtM iIm ftpoko to tb« bright MmrygoM of Lmtha't valo : 



'i 'ArttboaaflovPtr? artthoaanyiBphT ItMtlMODOWAflowor 



Now A nyaph 1 I daro not plvdc tiMo from thy dowy bod.' 



Tho golden nymph npliod : ' Plnck ihou my flower, Oothoon 

( Chomild. 



Another flower ihnll ipring, beceoat the tool of tweet delight 
Cen ne ¥e r nem nwev.' ^Q»^ eeeted And doeed htf midcn ihrine. 



Then Oothoon pIndMd the flower, nybgi ' I plnck thee (roa thy 

bed, 
Sweet flower, nnd pot thee here to gtow between my farteets ; 
And thns I tan my £aoe to where my whole tonl letki.* 

Over the wevee the went in winged exulting fwift deligbc. 
And over Theotormoo't reign took her impetncnt cowee. 

Bromioo mt her with hie thnnden ; on hie ttormy bed 

Ley the Ikint maid, end toon her woeo appelled hie thnnden 



Braouflii tsoke : ' T>oKi*M this herlot Khv on Brnmloti'e bvL 
And let the jeelons dolphins ^ort eronnd the lovely meidl 
Thy eoft Amecicen pleine ere min% end mine thy north nnd 



Stamped with my lignet are the fwarthy childron of the nn ; 
They are obedient, theyrmirtnot, they obey the tcoofget 
Their rlinghten wprBhip terreri and obey the violent. 
Now ihon ma/m menry Bromien'e hariot, and protea the chDd 
Of Bremioo'bti^thet Oothoon ihaUpmfatth in 
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Thta stonm not TlMOtonBOo't limbt ; h« roOad hit wavw 



Aad feld«d Idt black Jttloai waters roaad Um AdultciBU pair. 
BooDd back to badi b Biomioo't cavct tenor and 
dii«iL 



At aptraaca Tl i a olw oii dta, wearing the threshold hard 
Wkh aacnt laan; baaaath ham louod like waves oo a 



Tha voloa of abvaa baaaath tha sian, and children bought with 



That iUvtr ia itdigkMis cavaa beneath the burning foes 
Of laa^ that belch fawassaot from the summiu of the earth. 

Oothooowaapa aot : aha caanot weep 1— her tears are locked upt 

Bat iha caa howl tncastant, writhing her soft snowy limbs* 

And calfiag Thaot o naoa'a eagles to prey upon her fledi : 

I cbD wkh holy voloa: kings of the sounding air, 

Raad away this defiled boaom that I may reflect 

Tha faaaga of lliaotonaon oa my pore transparent breast, 

Tha eagles at brr call descend and rend their bleeding prey. • 

TlMOtomoo severely smiles ; her soul reflects the smile, 

As the dear spring mudded with feet of beasu grows pore aad 



Tha Danghtan of Albioa hear her woes, and echo back her 
aigha: 

' Why does my Theotormoo sit weeping upon the threshoki T 
Aad Ooihooa hovers by his side, persuading him in vain. 
I cry. Arise, O Theotormoo for the village dog 
Bavka at the breaking day, the nightingale has done 

laflMatbg, 
Tha burk does rustle in the ripe com, and the eagle returns 
From nightly prey, and lifts his golden beak to the pure eai^ 
.Shaking the dust from his immortal pinions to awake 
Tim saa that sleeps too long. Arise, my Theotormon, I am purs; 
Bemaaa tha aight is gone that closed me in its deadly black. 
They lotf ma that the night and day were all that I cooki sea ; 
They sold ma that I had five senses to inclose me op ; 
Aad thij iadoaad aiy iafiaita btaia iato a narrow circle. 



I I 
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Aad sunk my bcart bto Um abjTM* a nd rauod globt hoc 

bmtUBgt 
TSn all (ram iy« I was obliuiaud and aasad. 
latttad of nton aritn a bright ihadoir, fikt aa «y(t 
la tb« eastcm cloud ; initcad of night a uckly chwiMl hooM. 
That Thooconaoo hoort mo not 1 To him th« oight aad mora ■ 
Arabochalikt! anightoftigh^ amorotngof frmhlMit. 
Aad BOM bat Bromioo am haw my kmooiatkoi. 
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* * With what MDM is it that thochidMashmMthoiaTonoua hawk f 
With what mdm does tho taom pig«oo moMoia out tho 

aacpaoMf 
WithwhatMDMdoM thobooforaiotUst Kava not tho bmom 

andftoff 
Sym and tan and mdm of loach T yot art their habitariom 
Aad their poraaita aa diffcraat aa their forma aad aa their joys. 
. . I Atk the wild a« why he r e fuoM bardeaa* aad tha oieek camel 

Why he lovw Buia. la It becaoM of eye, ear, moath, or aUa, 
Orbreathbgoostrilaf No, for them the wolf and tiger hava. 
Aik the blind worm Iho aecraia of the gan% and why her 



Lova to coil loond the boaea of death ; and aak Iho rai 
Where the geia poiaoa : aad the winged eagle why ho lovea the 



And then tall mo ihe ihooghta of man, that have been Ud of 
old. 

'SSeal I hover all the night, aad all day coald be iileac, 
If TheotoraMO oooe woold ton hia loved eyca opoo mo. 
>Iofw can 1 be defiled when I reflea thy iamge para t 
Sweetest the firok that iho worm fooda oa, aad the aool pnyad^ 

oobywoe^ 
Theaew washed bmb daged with iho vSlaffa HBoko, aad the 

bright awaa 
By the rid earth of oar iaamortal river: I bathe my wings* 
Aad I am while aad para to hover voond Theotormoali 
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'T«niMwh«tittlMBightordayiooMo'trflowDd withwott 
T«U OM what it a UioaghK, aad of what ■nhtrancn is k aaadat 
Tall ma what is a J07, and in what gaidansdo Jqn g>owt 
Aad in what rivns swiaa tha sonomt aad opon what 

mooBiaios 
Wave shadows of disoootaott aad b what hoosas dwaQ ifaa 

wrstchadi 
Dmnkan with nos^ lonottaOf aad shnt np froas oolddanaSrT 



* Tall ma when dwcU tha thooghts Ibifottan till ihoo caD tham 

ibnh? 
Tall ma whers dwcU ifaa Joys of old? and whcfa tha aodsait 

lovesT 
Aad when wiU thay reaaw agab, aad tha night of ohlivioa 

past? 
That I might tra Tsi sa timas aad spaoas far rtnwta^ aad hriaf 
Comforts into a ptnasent sorrow and a night of pain. 
Whars goest thoo, thought? To what rsmou land is thy 

flight? 
If thou retumest to tha prssant moment of a(Riction» 
Wilt thou hring comforu on thy wings, and dews and honey 

and balm, 
Or poison from the desert wilds, liom the eyes of the enner?' 



Then Bromion said, and shook the cavern %riih his hmrntation : 

'Thou Icnowest that the ancient trees seei^ hy thine eyes haTS 

firuit; 
But knowest thou that trees and fruia flourish upon the earth 
To gratify senses unknown T— trees, beasu, and birds unknown. 
Unknown, not unperceived, spread in the infinite mioosoope^ 
In places yet unvitited by the voyager, and in worlds 
Over another kind of seas, and in atmospheres unknown. 
Ah 1 are there other wars beside the wars of sword and firs? 
And are there other sorrows beside the sorromrs of poverty ? 
And are there other joys beside the joys of riches and eaaat 
And is iHere not one law (or both the lion and the ox ? 
Aad b there not eternal fire and eternal chaina 
To hind tha phantoms of e¥isrenra fiwm etanud h'fe?' 
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i 

Tbtn Oockooo waiud lalcat all Um day aad all tha night* 
But whan tha morn aroM, her lamcDtatioQ rmawad. 
t i Tba Daughtan of Albion hoar her woat, and adio back bar 

{ tighs. 
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Thy joys ara taar% thy labour vaist to fbim amb to tbina 



How can one Joy absorb aaocbart AreBoCdiffafantj0ya 
Holy, atamal, iaibila ; and aacb )oy b alofvat 



' Docs not tba great aMuib laugh at a gift, and tba nairoir ayt- 

lidsmodc 
At tba labour that b abof* paymantt and wOt thoa taka tba 

For tby counsellor, or the dof for a tchoolmaitar to thy 

cbiMtan? 
Dqcs be who fonffmns povarty, and ha who tanit wbh abboi^ 



Fkom usury, fed tbe same paisioii, or are thay moved alike t 
How can the giver of gifts axperiaaoe tha delights of tba 
.^ mercbaatT 

I How the industrious dtiaca tba pains of tba buibandmaa T 

How dafrcreat Isr the fitt fed hireling with boUow drum, 
^ Who buys whole comiields into wastes, and sings upoo tha 

i heath. 

How different their eye and ear I how diflcreat tha world to 
i ; themi 

- With what sense does the paiaon daim tha labour of tha 
larmer? 
What are bb nea and gias aad trspi^ and how does ha sunoand 

him 
With cold floods of abstraction, and with fbrssts of soUtuda, 
To build him castles and high spirss, where kings and priests 

may dwell, 
TU she who bums with youth, and knows no fliad lot, b 

XnspeDsoflawteonesheloaibat Andauutsbadrngthedmin 
Oflilisb weary hastl Must dulling, aMMde r o u s thoughts obso— 
Ika dear heaven of her etanal spring ; to hear tha wbtiy nfa 
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Of AluurBhterrordriv«iitOBUMliitM,boaiidteholdaiod i 

Over her thrinkiog ihooMttn all tht day» Mid all tb« night 

To tnni th« wbMl of iolM dcsfaw ; Mid loogiogi that aiaht - * 

bar woDib ' 

To tb« abhorred birth ofchenibt in thohunaa form ( 

That Uvt a pwdlan c e and dit a aiataor, and are no oorat 
TiU tha child dwaU with 00a ha hai«, aaddo tho daod ho 

loaths, 
And the impure tooorge Ibroe hit teed into its naripa bifth« 
Ere yet his eyelids can behold the arrows of the day. 



* Does the whale worship at thy footsteps as the hnagvy dogt 
Or does he scent the mountain prey» becaase his nostrils wide 
Draw in the ocean T Does his eye disosra the flying dood 
As the raven's eye t or does ho measara the cspaase like the 

vulture? 
Does the still spider view the dafls where eagles hide dmir 

young? 
Ordoes the fly rejoice became the harvest is brought ia? > 

Doe^ not the eagle scorn the earth, aad despise the treasorm 

beneath? 
But the mole knoweth what is there, and the worm shall tell it 

thee. 
Does not the worm erect a pilUur in the mouldering churchyard. 
And a palace of eternity in the jaws of the hungry grave? 
Over his porch these words are written : " Take thy bliss, O 

man I 
And sweet shall be thy tasu, and sweet thy infant joys iciww !' 

' Infancy, fearless, lustful, happy, nestling for deUght 
In laps of pleasure 1 Innocence, honest, open, seeking 
The vigorous joys of morning light, open to virgin bliss t 
>Vho taught thee modesty, subtile modesty? Child of night aad 

sleep, 
When thou awakest wilt thou dissemble all thy secret joys? 
Or wert thou not awake when all this mystery was disclosed? 
Then cam'st thou forth a modest virgin knowing to disiemhie, 
With net^ found under thy mght pillow to catch virgin joy. 
And brand it with the name of whore ; and eeU it in the night. 
In silence, even without a whisper, and in ■firming sleep. 
Kaligjoni dreams aad holy vespers, light thy sawky 
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Onot wen thy fires Ughud by Um cyw of hootu mora. 
And docs my Tb«otonnoa tedc this hypociiu isodestyt 
This knowiqg, wtlbU McreC, fcaifnl, cautioni, tnmbliiif 

J : hypocriMl 

', ' : ThtnisOothoooAwhonbdcodf aadAllthtTiisiBJoyt 

Of life ars harlou ; And Theotonnoo b a dck man's drsam, 
Aad Oochoon is ths crafty slaf* of scUish hoUacia. 

i * But Oothooo is not aOk A viigia filled with virgin laadcs^ 

\\ '• Opcntojoy and to delight wherever bcaatyappeark 

)\ Ifia the nomingsiui I find it, there my eyes are fixed 

j i In happy oopolatioo ; if in evenmg mild* wearied with work, 

. I SitooAbankaaddrawthepleasttteaof dibliree-bomjoy. 



*ThemoaBentof desire t the moment of desire! The virgin 
That pines for man shall awaken her womb to eoonaoos joyst 
In the secret shadows of her chamber; the yooth shot op (ram 
The lostfnl Joy shall Ibiget to generate and'crsate an aaMroos 

iowge 
In the shadows of hb cortains and in the folds of his silent 

piUow. 
Are not these the places of religion, the rewards of continence. 
The self-eiuoyings of self-denial? MHiy dost thoa seek rsllgioo? 
Is it becanse acts are not lovely, that thon s e ek es t soUtode 
} Where the horrible darknem b impressed with reflectioBS of 

I ' desirst 

•I 

1 < * Father of Jealoosy, be tboo acconed (ram the earth t 

4 ; Why hast then taught my Theotonnoo thb aocnrmd thing 1 

Tin beanty fades from off my shoulders, darkened and cast oa^ 
A iolittfy shadow wailing on the margin of nonentity. 

'I cry, Lovel Love! Lovel happy, happy Love! firee as the 

moontain wind! 
Gsn that be Love that drinks another as a sponge drinks water. 
That cloods with jealousy hb night, with weepings an the day. 
To spin a web of age aromd him grey and hoary, dark, 
TSn hb eyes sicken at the firuit that hangs before hb light T 
Such b selMove that envfas all ; > creeping tkebtoi^ 



! 
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Bot iOkn Mtt and tnpt of adamant will OothooD ipRadt 
Aad catch far thai g^ of mild silver or of fuxioos gold ; 
111 ba badda thaa 00 a bank, and view their wanton play 
la lovily cwpnhtinn, blias 00 bliss with Theotormoo. 
Rod aa tba voqr laoming, Instf ul as the first-bom beam. 
Oothoon shall viav Ut dear deUgbt, nor «'«r with jealbot dottd 
OooM in tba Iwawn of fencroaa lova, nor selfish blightingi { 

briaf. 

' Deea Hbm aa ««lk in glorioiu nSment on the secret floor 
Whara tba cold mkm fpreads has gold? Or does the bright 

d owd drop 
Oo Us stooa dMihold ; does his eye behold the beam that 



AHANIA. 

Cmaptbk I. 

2. 
FosoK 00 a chanot iroonringed, 
On qaked flames rose : his hot visage 
Flamed furious ; sparkles his hair and beaiU ; 
Shot down his wide bosom and shoulders ; 
On doods of smoke rages his chariot, 
* 'And his right hand boms red in its cloud, 
Mooldaag into a vast gtobe his wrath, 
As tha thander*stone is moulded t 
800 of Ufian'a silent burnings. 



* 



to tba aye of pity? Or will he bind himself 
Baride tba ok to thy hard forrowT Does not that mild beam 

bloi 
Hm bat, tha oisd, tba glowing tiger, and the King of night ; 
Tha saa f oirl takaa tha wintry blast for a cooling to her limbs, 
Aad tha vfld naka tha pestilence to adorn him with gems and 

sold. 
Aad treca and birds and beasu and men behold their eternal joy. 
Afisa, yon little glancing wings, and sing your infant joy : 
Arise, aad drink your bliss, for everything that lives is holy I* 

Thai ovary morning wails Oothoon, but Theotormon sits 
UpojB tha margined ocean conversing with shadows dire. 

Tba DaaghtMt of Albion hear her woes, and echo back bar 
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' SbaU m wonUp ihli Dtmoa of Sndn,' 

TUt doody Ood MiMd oa mMn. 
NowMoi, now nU cuw d, XlB|afSan«wt' 



So b* >patu : in ■ Scrj Buu, 

Oa Uiutn (rowTiirg IndlgiMat, 
Tlw globe of wralh thakioc ■■ Ugk 
ttouing wilh rurr, ha thm 
Thi]>ovliDC (label bainlBg k <•«, 



Th* tr"^'"! buB ; laogUnit k ton l)iroa^ 
TIM bales ■«■■ ; kccpini iu diraoJSB, 
Tb* <nU laiH of Urim diridiac. 



Ha wiod oa bU mooimin* of jMloaiyi 



ThnUibwIadi 



TSS PROPHETIC BOOKS. 



^ 



UdbmKud 




darkUi 
drdcs the cutk» 
adcaxhihadovl 



9- 

OfFuOQ 

vaodering oo cutbi 
k and beat iaa 



A^Ui 



IL 



I. 



of Uruea gatherins, 
tpalewkhansuish, hislipt 
io lean and biuer 
Co nu i ik a h* pi«|arHi hit bow, 



FomMd of ribt tlut m his dark solitude 
in his forests fell moostcn 
For haa dire oootemplatioas ' 
down Ckc floods from his t^w^t^^t^r 
ofaod, settling thick, 
of uaoatnral prodnctioQ- 
Fovthwiih haffhing ; some howled oo his hills 

aloft flew in air. 



la 
Wkh 



Aabaas 

'Withkia 



eoonnoits dread scrpeitt, 
poisoooQS*hociied. 
UriKn, even to his Iumcs, 
> Ua daricfooced oak. 



bo poshed forioos. 
cooflict aiui great the jeaksosy 
botUi 
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5- 
First be poisoned tiM racks with hit bloody 
Then polished his ribs, And his stnswi 
Dried, lead them apwrt till winter 1 
Then A bow bbck pivpered ; 00 this bow 
I A Doisooed rock riirt^ in sQence s 

l| • Hentteiedthesewoidstotbebow: 

i: . <w 

* O bow of the doads of secrecy, 
O nerve of thet hist-ibraMd monster , 
Send this rock swift invisible throogh 
The black doods 00 the bosom of Ftano r 



1 ' • 7. . 

j; So saying, in torment of his woondt 

i ;i He bent the enormoos ribs slowly^ 

A circle of darknem ; then fixed 
The sinew in its rsst : then the rodfi— 
Poisonons source I placed with art, lifting di^Bcnll 
Itt weighty balk: silent the rock bqr* 

■ 

8. 

While Fnaon his tigers unloosing 
Though Urisen slain by his wrath. 
*IamGod.'saklhe: *eklestofthingsl 

9- 
Sudden sings the rock ; swift and bvisibU 

On Fnaon flew, entered his bosooL 

His beautiful visage^ lus ircwsi 

That gave light to the mornings of heaven. 

Were smitten with darkness, defermed. 

And outstretched on the edge of the IbiwL 

But the rodcfell upon the eaith I 
Mount Sinai, in Aiabia, 

CHAFIBt IIL 
s. 
The globe shook ; and Urisen sealed 
On blacli douds his sore wound anointed* 
The oinfst towed down on the void 
Mined with blood t here At snake gets her 
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With dUBcoky and great pain 
Uftad OB Ugh the dead com : 
Ob Ui ehoaldan he bofe it CO wbere 
A trw hMif ««w the immen^ty. 



3- 

For wfaM Urim ihrank away 
WoBi etennbt he tat on a rock, 
Bairea; a vodc which he himself 
FhNB redoBBdiag fancies had petrified. 
Ifaay lean Ml OB the rock. 



SoQBihot the pained root 

Of oqrMary ondcr his heel ; 

It grew a thick tree ; he wrote 

la a&eaoe his hook of iron : 

Till the honrid plant, hending its booghe, 

Grew to roou when it felt the earth. 

And again sprang to many a tree. 

4- 
Amaaed, started Urizen when 
He beheld himself compassed round 
And high-roofed over with trees. 
He arose, but the stems stood so thick 
Ho with difficulty and great pain 
Brooght his books, all but the book - 
Of iroa, from the dismal shade. 

S- 

The tree stin grows over the void. 
Enrooting itself all around— 
Ab endless labyrinth of woe 1 

«. 
Tlie COTM of his first begotten 
QNb the aocorsed tree of mystery. 
On the topmost stem of this tree 
UiiaM nailed Pbmb's ootse. 



i 
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I. 

Forth fl««r the vtowb of pcsdltnoc 
Round tho paMhriiig cone 00 tho 



1! • 



For b Uriaen** tlamben of ebitractioo, 
> l{ . Inihe infinite aget of eternity t 

()!;• When his nerreeofjoy melted end flowed 

A white lake 00 the dark bine air, 
In p e rturb ed pain and dismal torment, 
Nov ttiMcfaing out, now swift congiohlng. 



I »• 



; !|| EiBttvin vapoored above 

la Doxloas cloods : these hovered thick 
Over the disorganised immortal. 
Till petrifie pain scwrfed o*er the lakes 
As the bones of man, solid and dark. 



4- 
The doods of disease hovered wido 
Arooad the inunortal in torment. 
i Perchinc around the hurtling bones. 

Disease on disease, shi^ on shape. 
Winged, scrsnasing b blood and 



5. 

The eternal prophet beat on his anvils, 
Enntged b the desolate darkness ; 
He Ibrged nets of iron around. 
And Los threw them around the 



The shapes, screaming, fluttered vab ; 

Some organs ibr crmving and lust, 
Most rsnudned on the tormented void-* 
Urban's anqr of hooovs. 



Round the pak Bvk^ cone OB the trsa 
FoicriuMi flew tho UROwt of ] 
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8. 
W«!&if , and ttnor, and wo« 
Ran thiooi^ ^ ^ dismal world. 
Fof^ XMis all his sons and daaghtan 
FaltdMirtkaQshardaa. Then Asia 
AvoM k the paadoloas daepw 

Thqr fipliliM upon the earth. 

la 
FoM graaaad 00 the tree 

Chaftbr V. 
I. 
The hmenting voiot of Ahania, 
Weeping upon the void, 
And round the tree of Fuaon, 
Distant in solitary night. 
Her voice was heard, but no form 
Had she, but her tears from clouds 
Stwnal fell round the tree. 

a. 

And the voice cried : ' Ah I Urizen, love, 
Flower of momirg ? I weep on the verge 
Of nonentity 1 How wide the abyss 
Between Ahania and thee ! 

* I lie on the verge of the deep, 
I see thy dark clouds ascend, 
1 see thy black foresu and floods, 
A hocribk waste to my eyes. 

4- 
'Weeping I waDc over the rocks. 
Over dens and through valleys of death. 
\Vhy didst thou despise Ahani 
To cast IM from thy bright preslhoe 
Into the wQild of lonenessf 
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I tiuinot kiH ihipUa 
Whereon liubrighifcM bn« m& 
But I wuidir on ihc rocla 
With b>ri mniiiT- 



WlmarlwybHlt 
WhndMMi 



•To »<nlci Mshi Uitn, ay kl« 
To wiH w Iba ■BwitHi iim ; 
To lb* bifai «f K«nnl nUtyu 

'To mtiat mj Ung la iho awn. 



'Wbaa h* ffv* oqr bvpjr lad 
To iha MO* of oMnal )>r ; 
Whw h* took lb* duikMr afU 
iMnrajrhMtiMinflnro. 



• WhM I fand bib« of tba «■ BT M. 

AndbOfOIU^f BUl]<iDJ1D.ydAafcMB 

TiUtd w) III «urul Hod, 
O-OCRuI biRht long nMOd rttllh. 
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II 



' Swdlad with ripeness and (at with 
Bwnring OB winds mj odours* 
Mjr lipo figs and rich pomegranales ; 
la infiMt joy nt thj feet, 
O Uilaa, aport^ and sang. 



la. 
'TlMidMa. with thy Up fuU of seed. 
With thy hand full of generous fir«, 
Wnlkod Ibrth from the clouds of moniag 
Oa tht ^rifgitts of springing joy, 
OnththBouui sottltocast 
Tht nod of ot«nud sdeoce. 

13. 
'Thtiwiinl poorad down thy temples. 
To Ahaaia foturaed in evening, 
Tha awistnre awoka to birth 
My BMChar's Joys sleeping b bliss. 

' But now alone over rocks, mountabs, 
Cast out from thy lovely bosom 
Ouel jealousy, selfish fear, 
SelMestroying ; how can delight 
Renew in the chains of darkness 
Where bones of beast are strown. 
On the bleak and snowy mountains. 
Where bones from the birth ars buried 
Balbre thay see the light T ' 
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FROM <VALA.' 

The Sonc op EmTHAiMOM. 

I SBIZB Um tpliery harp, awakt iIm ttnagi ! 

At tht first sound tlM goUca son arian fiooi the 4mp 

And shakM his awfol hair, 

Tha echo wakaa tha moon agab to aabiod htr all w lodes, 

Tha gokka sua hears on my song, 

The nine bright spheres of harmony rise raond the fiery khu^ 



The joy of woman in the death of her meet beloved. 

Who dies for love of her, 

In torments of fierce jealoosy and pangs of adoration. 

The lover's night bears on my long. 

And the nine spheres i^ioioe beneath my powarfol cootroL 



sing unwearied to tha notes of my iowiortal hand. 
The solemo, silent moon 

Reverberates the long hannony sounding apoo m$ limbs. 
The birds and beasts ngoice and play. 
And every one seelb for his mate to profve hia iausoet joy. 



Fuiioua and terrible they sport and rsad the nether dee^ 

The deep lifts up his nigged head. 

And lost in infiniu hovering erings vanishes with a a> 

The fading cry is ever dying. 

The living voice is ever living in its inssostjoy. 

Arise, yon little glancing wings, and sing yoor infiwt joy. 

Arise and drink your bliss. 

For everything that lives b holy, for the sowpos of lifo 

Deeoends to be a %re^Mng babe. 

For the earth-worm renews the saoistare of tha sandy plain. 



Now aqr left hand I strstch abroad evmi 10 earth 
And strflce the terrible snring, 
*■ I wake sweet joy in dews of sorrow, and I plaat a smile 

j i la forests of sfHirtinn, 

And wake tha bobUbg spriofi of lifo b r^gloB of dark 
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UmvERSAL Humanity. 



Amo ai cIm Mtd waitt eagerly watching for itt flower and ft«ic» 

Anxiooa lift little loul look* out into the clear expanse 

To Me if haagry ^innds are abroad with their invisibU array ; 

So Man looks oat b tree, and herb, and fish, and bird, and beaM, 

CollTffaig Up tlM icattered portions of his immortal body 

IbIO tlM akncntal forms of everything that grows. 

Ha tfiaa tha aullen North wind, riding on iu angry furrow*, 

TIm auluy Sooth when the son rises, and the angry East 

Whea tha tun sat*, and the clods harden, and the cattle stand 

Draopiof , and the bird* hide in their *ilent oe*t*. Ha itoraa 

Ma thought* 
A* b itora-hooac* b hi* memory. He regulates the fonn* 
Of all beneath and all above, and in the gentle West 
Rapoaca where the sun's heat dwells. He rises to the sun, 
And to tha planeU of the night, and to the stars that gild 
The ■odiac*, and the stars that sollen stand to North and South, 
Ha tood > e* the remotest pole, and in the centre weeps 
That Man should labour and sorrow, and learn and forget, and 



Ta tha dark valley whence he came, and begin his labour* anew. 
In pab ha aigh*, b pab he labours m his universe ; 
Sonowbg b birds over the deep, or howling b the wolf 
Over tha slab, and moaning b the cattle, and b the wbd*, 
Aad wvapbg over Ore and Urizen in clouds and dismal fire*, 
Aad b criaa of birth and b the groans of death his voice 
li heard throughout the universe. Wherever a grass grow* 
Or A baf hud* tha Eternal Man is seen, is heard, is felt, 
JlaiaB hb Borrows, till ha reaasuma* has andent blias. 
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FROM 'JERUSALEM/ 
Fr9m ih»/^ Pr%fmctt U ilUj^mr Ckm^Un. 

I. 
To Tms Public 

RxADES->of booki— of Hcavtn— 

And of that God from wliom .... 

Who b mysteriovu Sinai'i awful cavo 

To Man the woodroos ait of wridoe f^^ 

Agala ho speaks ia thnnder and in fire, 

ThuDdcr of thought, and flames of fierce desire : 

Even from the depths of Hell his voice I hear 

Within the uafathomed caverns of my ear. 

Thcrefev* I prints nor vain mj type shall bi^« 

Heavn, Earth, and Hell, henceforth shall live b Juimooy. 



VoKrmt fettered letters tha human nea. Katboa am 
dmtioj re d or flourish b proportion as dieir poetry, pabtiog, and 
'It marie are destroyed or flourish. Tha priaeml ttaia of ■■• 

urns wisdom, art, and : 



IL 

To Thb Jswa. 

T^ fields firom Islbgton to Maiytehone^ 
To Primrose HUl and Saint John's Wood. 

Were huildcd over with pillars of gold ; 
And there Jerusalem's pillan stood. 

Her littb ones ran on the fields^ 

The Lamb of God among them losa ; 
And fair Jerusalem, His Bride, 
the littb 



and Kentish Town 
Amo^g her golden piUam high, 
ji Amo^g her golden arches which 



upoa tho <Mi| sky* 
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Tht Jcwt'.Harp HooM Md tlM GfWA MiiW 
Tb* poods vbcrt boTt 10 tedw dcSill^ 

TU fields of onrt by Wd&«r» Fanp, 
SbiM m JcHMBkai't pltMoat i%|iL 

fflTT — iUri npnn niii ■miIiibi ima. 
Tbo Umb of God walks by bor iidi 



OukbcaofJcsMMidUisBridtu < 

f 



Lett Babjlo^ vicb end Of, 
With moral sad sslMsbMoos law, 
Shoold CHKiiy is SMaa's syaacosM. 

Wbat ars tboso voldea baOdcrs 

Near ■o ainlu l ci»<Br>wecpiiig 
Staadiaf abort that au^ttj raia I 

When Satan tbafintvictofywoat I 

When Albioo ilcix beneath the fttai baa t 

And the Dmid't folden kniie , 

Rioted in hnaaa gore, t 

In offerings of homan life? } 

» 
They groaned aloud on London Stooa, 

They groaned aloud on Tyborn's brook: 

Albion gave his deadly groan, \ 

And all the Atlantic monnfsins shook. \ 

Albion's spectre from his loins 

Tore forth in all the pomp of war, \ 

Satan his name : in flames of fire. 

He strttched hu Druid pillart iu, 

Jerusalem fell from Lambeth's vala 

Down throagb Poplar and Old Bow, 
Throogh Maklen, and across the 

la war and howling, death and 

The Rhine was red with bnman blood. 

The Danobe rolled a purple tide ; 
On the Euphrates Satan stood. 

And over Asia stretched his pcida. 



M> BLAKE'S POEMS. 

H« withered np i%v«et Zlon's hUl 
From «v«fy nation of tho earth ; 

He widiered np Jemsalem'e gatee. 
And in a dark land gav« her birth. 

He withered np the hnman form 

By kws of ■acriftce for tin, 
TiU it became a mortal worm, 
I Bnt O, translucent all within ! 

The Divine Vtuon still was seen, 
' Still was the human form divine ; 

Weepbs* in weak and mortal clay, 
O Jesus I still the form was thine ! 



1 ' 
I 



I. 



it 

I 

f : 



And thine the human face ; and thine 
The human hands, and feet, and bciath 

Entfring thrbugh the gates of birth. 
And passmg through the gates of 4Mth. 

And O thou Lamb of God 1 whom I 
Slew in my dark self-righteous pride, 

Art thou returned to Albion's land? 
And b Jerusalem thy Bride T 

Come 10 my arms, and never more 
Depart, but dwell for ever here ; 

Ornate my spirit to thy Love, 
Subdue my spectre to thy fear. • 

Spectre of Albion 1 warlike fiend I 
In ckwds of blood and ruin roUedf 

I here reclaim thee as my own. 
My selfhood t Satan armed in foldL 



b this thy soft fismily love T 
Thy cruel patriarchal pride T 

Planting thy fismily aloos^ 
Destroying aU tho wocM beside T 



A man's wor»t eneasies are 

Of his own house and Csmily t 
And he who makes his law a 
i ByUstfwnkwshaU 



i I 
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In my cxdunget «irvy land 

Shall walk ; and mvom b «v«y kad^ 
Mutual, shall build Jtrasalam, 

Both haart in bcait and hand fa bind. 

III. 

To THB DsitTt. 

1 taw a monk of Cbarlemanga 

Arifle bafora mj tight : 

I talkad with the grey monk at ha stood • 

la th« beams of infarnal light. 

Gibbon arote with a lath of ttecl, 

And Voltaire with a racking wheel ; 

The Schools, in cloodt of learning roOad* ' ' • i 

Arose with War in iron and gold. j 

*Thott lazy monk,' they tound afar, > 

* In vain condemning glorious war ; 

And if\ your cell you shall ever dwell 

Rise, War, and bind him in his cell.' i 

I 

llie blood ran red from the Grey Monk's sida 

His hands and feet were wounded wide ; 

His body bent, his armi* and knees 

Like to the roots of ancient trees. ^ ' 

• 

When Satan first the black bow bent. 

And moral law from the Gospel rcntt 

He forged the law into a aword, < 

And spilled the blood of mercy's Lord. 



Titus, Constantine^ Charlemagne* 
O Voltaire, Rousseau, Gibbon ; vain 
Your Grecian mocks and Roman sword 
Against the image of his Lord. 

For a tear is an intellectual thing. 
And a sigh is the sword of an angd king* 
And the bitter groan of a martyr's woe 
Is an arrow from the Almighty's bow. 
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To THI Ch>wti*i>. 
iTDB ika Bul ofk foldia «naf ; 



Bwlibji 

Wa an tald to alaula fiMi OoUr dadn tliat ■• Bar la* BO 
tina tnn iha work of tha l,oid. XvBy moBut Iga la a 
XMBOit that ODOM b> ndaanwd. E*>rir phatura thai iiitir> 
aiscla «bb tba dorr of "» uaika b a bUy snndMaubl*, 
•ad b plitHtil Bka iha aaad of a wld Aowar aBodi oar -rhtit 
All tba tannna of npaouaoa tn tonnna ef nalf-rapniKh oa 
■ocooDI of oar laavioc tka divino harvait m tha anemr ;— cha 
aUDCflaiafiDBiiBtloiDafll vilh lacehannt nou. I know of BO 
otha Owiatiaaltr and of bo eOw (oapal diaii tba Ubaity bolk 
of lodr and Bilad to onrcua ih< dinaa arU of twaglnaiinii,— 
Imaginirion. tho nal and atarnal world of vhidi lU* VcfttaU* 
U^vana ii tail a Ual thado*, and ia whidi wa ikall lit* 
is OUT atamal or louciiiatiiia Ukdia whoa tlwaa ncaiabla, 
■oital bodicl an as BHra. Tha Apoulaa koav of BO otW 
Geilid. What wan all [hair ipirilnal fiftat What b ihi 
Dinaa Spiill t Ii ibe Holjr Ghou aajr othar than an lalal- 
lactaal boDtainl Wluu b tha barv*a of iha Goipal, aad la 
taboBiit What b that talaat which It b a cana to bidol 
What ara iha manna li Hcann which wa an to bf op far 



IbraaMHl Wbaian aQ ihe lirti ofiha Ooapdl An Ibar 
BOt an BMDtal lUtat laOodaipIrilwhoBBUbawonUppid 
Ib iptilt oBd Ib tratbT And an Bo( ih« lUt* of tha Sjdrk 
otBTtUag to Bant j* cali|ioiu. dbcoaBiaDaBOO omr oaB 
•BOBg ]NN> who ihiU pnund to dotplaa ait aad idaBeat I 
CaU opoa yoB in tho n«B* of Jaau r What b ib« UA c/ maa 
bataitBBd adaoat Ii It ■aai aod drink) la boI tba body 

-*■ f-T— * What b BsraJitT ^ tba thkcinUuac 

Wtebodr which d>Mt Wbu b [BBonaliqr bai tha tbiB(i 
nbt^uiha|lritwbiAIh«<Maaayt What b tba ^or of 

Haana hqt imt mnt b tha thia»a of tho ipMt I What 

w« tba pafaM of HaO bu l(BonBoo, tdlaMM. bsdOr Ibm. aad 
d»vilo»BM«a» of ftp aiNti of ft* ^drill Jta«M>di**f 



■^I. fcj - - "...^^Jta 
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yoondTM, ftad «xptl finom aaMOg yoa thoM who pmend l» 
detpii* the laboun of Mt ^04 acioQCo which alooo art tho 
Uhoun of the GospeL Is DOt thb phia and mtnifrtf to tho 
thooghtt CaoyonthbkataUaBdDOlpnaoaaothMrtSythat 
10 bUMor in knowkdgv b to hoild op Jorankm, and to dotpiw 
knowkdgv it to dotpisc Jonmlom and htr hidldanT And 
raoMinbar, he who dctpiiti and OMdca a total gift ia anodMr, 
caUiag it prida, and flfithntti, and da, aMdca Jam* tha (har 
of cvary mantal gift, which alwaTt appear to tha ignorance 
lovfaigfaypocritaattioti Bat that wUeh ii a tia la tha 4ght 
of cmal Biaa it Bot to ia the tigfat oar Uad God. Lit Ofwy 
Christian at moch at in him Hat angaga himielf €p«d]r aad 
poUicIj hefoia all the world ia loaM aeatal panoit lor tha 
hoilding of JenMalem. 

I stood amoog my iralleyi of the Sooth, 
And saw a flaaie of fire, even as a whad 
Offire suiTOonding all the heavens : it went 
From West to East against the onnent of 
Creation, and devoured all things in itt load 
Fury and thundering course round heaven aad aaith 
By it the sun was rolled into an orb ; 
By it the moon faded into a globe 
l*ravelling through the night : for, fiom itt dire 
And restless fury Man himself shrank ap 

Into a little root a fathom long, ' 

And I asked a watcher and bolyooe ! 

luname. He answered: 'It is the wheel of rtligioQi j 

I wept and said : ' Is this the law of Jesos,** j 

This terrible devouring sword taming every way? ' | 

He answered t * Jesus died because He strova 

Against the current of this wheel : itsnaoM \ 

Is Caiaphas, the dark preacher of Death, { 



Of sin, of sorrow, and of punishment ; 

Opponng nature : It is natural re%ioo. 

But Jesus is the bright preacher of Life, 

OreaCing nature fiom this fiery law. 

By self-denial aad forgive n ess of sin. 

Go thaiefore, cast out devils ia Christ's aama. 



t 
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. HmI thoa th« dck of spiritual diseaii^ 
Pity the evil : for thou ait not sent 
To unite with terror end with puniahaeatf 
Those that are lick, like to the Phartaeee 
Chidfying and cncompaMing tea and land 

. For proselytes to tyranny and wrath. 
But to the publicans and harlots go S 
Teach them true happiness, but let no carso 
Go forth oat of thy mouth to blight their 
For Hell isopenod to Heaven : thine eyes behold 
The dungeons bunt, and the prisoners set liraa.' 

England I awake I awake I awake I 

Jerusalem thy sister calls I 
Why wilt thou sleep the sleep of death. 

And close her from thy andent walls 

Tby hills and valleys felt her feet 
Gently upon their bosoms move : 

Thy gates beheld sweet Zlon's ways ; 
Then was a time of Joy and love. 

And now the time returns agab : 
Our souls exult : and London's towm 

Receive the Lamb of God V% dwell 
In England's greea and plaatsnl bowwa. 



FROM THE POEM ITSELF. 

BaOTHERKOOO AND JUSTSJCTION. 

I Grsat Eternity cfwy particnlar form ghres forth or 



Its own peculiar light, and the form b the Divine Vision, 
And the light b His garmsBt. lUi b Jerasalom in ovwy 



A teat and tabernacle of motnal forgivsnsai, mala and 

fsmsis f lathings 
And Jsmwlsmb called libty among thachndwa of Albba. 



ii. . 
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Thb Vbl or Natvsb. 
Wkjr dMold pnniihimm ««avi the inril with ino vhetb cf 



WhM f ogg i y wmi a^gfat wMwt kvith wbg* oTchtnifabiT 



LovB ]uiD nrt Mbgatioim. 

They know DOI why Umjt l0V<t| oor wfaflmiora thqr iichta and 

dk. 
QdUag that holy lovo which b Mvy, i«v«bc*i m^ cmd^y, 
Which Mpantod tlM itan fiooi tho aMSBtaioi^ tlM 

from man. 
And left man a littla giovcUiaf root ovtsida «f hiouelt 

Vbngbajici. 

What ihaU I dot What ooald I do if I ooald iad 

criminals t 
I could not dara to talc* voagaance, fer all tlkingi an lo 

strncud 
And builded by tlia Divino Hand that tlw tianW ihaU ahrnyt j 

escape; 
And he who takes vengeance b alooe the criminal of Fkovid- 

ence. ! 

U I should dare to lift my finger on a grain of sand, ' 

In way of vengeance, I punish the already punished. Of ' 

whom 
Should I pity if I pity not the sinner who is gone astray t 
O Albion, if thou takest vengeance, if thou revengest thy 

wrongs, 
Thou art for ever lost. What can I do to hinder the sons 
Of Albion from taking vengeance, or how shall I them penoade ? 



Tkuth and Falsbhooo. 

I labour day and night : I behold the soft affections 

Condense b en ea th my hammer into forms of cruelty, 

But still I labour in hope, though still my tears flow down, 

Ihat be who will not defend Truth' may be compelled to defond \ i 

A lioi that he may be snared and caught, and snared apd 

taken. 
That enthusiasm and life may not 
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I anHt emit a fjrttcow or b« «MUviad by aaoclMr auui*s 
I win BOC NMoa oooparau My borinwi b to awuo. 



Rbason. 

And tbb b th« ouuwer of th« lont of AIUob in their itnogtli : 
f Thty tako tbo two coQtnrics wiiifch art adkd goalitact, wiik 

I which 

f Kvoy sabitaaot it clothed. Thty naoM them (ood and «viL 

Pfooi then thcT Bttke an ahitiact« which is a nrfHiw i 
Not only of the snbitanoe Iroa wliidi it ii derived. 
A amrdcier of iu own body, hot also a mwderer 
Of evwy Divine Member. It b the reasoning power. 
An ahsnact objecting power that negatives everything. 
Thb b the spectre of nun, the holy rensooing power, 
'/ And in its hoiiness b closed th e A********^*^ff fl ^ IHrffliittgiii 

Amaltsis. 

Why wik thoa namber every Uttb fibre of By sool. 
Spreading them oat bdbrs the sun like stalks of flax 10 dry t 
The infiuit Joy b beentifttl, hot iu anatomy 
Horrible, ghast, and deadly. Nooght shalt thoa find in k 
Bnt dark despair and everlastiag brooding melsnrhnly. 

Sbzval Lovs. 

O that I ooold abstain from wmth I O that the Lamb 
• OfGod would look open me and pity me bnqrfory. 

In anguish of rsgtnersti o n, in terrors of self^ e nnihil s rio ob 

Pby most join together whnt wmth has torn In sunder, 

And the religion of generation which was SMont for the 



Of Jerusalem become her cowing till the tiaw of the 
O holy geaeratioo, image of rsgenerntioo 1 
O point of ssutual fo i gi venem be t wes n enemies ! 
Birtliplaceof the Lamb of God, bcomprshsBsibleb 
The dead despba- thoe, and aoom tbse, and 



dm Lamb «r God in dqr fwteB and 
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Tkb Death or Ouotr. j 

ForthM,orcverdMfbroM«holMidBOC£«dfertlMtf j 

ABdifGoddiethnocrorBaii,aiidgiv«diBOCHiaM«lf j 

Bi«tfBaUy for aun. nun ooald boc udit, for bum U Io««» [ 

AtOoditlort. Evoy IdndaMS 10 aaoclMr b a Bttk DiBtli ^ 
la th« XXviat IiMif«, nor CMi iMui ttdit tet >j tooilMikood* 



r. 



FROM * MILTON/ 

And did thote feet in aDcitattiaM 

Walk upon England*t moimrtia 
And was Um holy Lamb of God 

On England's pl«asaat pastOTM 

And did thie Coontananca DiviiiB 

Shine forth npoo our clouded hfllsT 
And was Jerusalem builded hers 

Among these dark Satanic mills t 

Bring me my bow of burning gold ! ^ 

Bring me my arrows of desire I 
Bring me my spear : O clouds, lufold ! ^ ' 

Bring me my chariot of fire 1 

I will not oeA\e from mental fight. 

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 
Tin we have built Jerusalem 

In England's green and pleasant land. • 

Thb Flat Wohu> of Imagination. 

The sky is an immortal tent built by the sons of Los, 

And every space that a man views around his dwallang'-plaoai 

Standing on his own roof, or in his garden on a mount 

Of twenty>five cubiu in height, such space is his univcrM, 

And on its verse the sun rises and sets, the clouds bow i 

To meet the flat earth and the sea in such an ordered m»at : j 

The starry heavens reach no farther, hot hers bend and att 

Ob all sides, and tha two poles tam OB their valv«t of fold ; 

« 
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And if h« oMnm his dwelliog-plaoe, his heavens also mofv* 
Where'er he goes, and all his neighbourhood bewails his lots. 
Such are the sfMces called earth, and such its dimension. 
As to that false appearuice which appears lo^be reasooer 
As of a globe rolling throoghvoidness, it Js a deluiioB of UhOb 



TiMB. 



\ ^ Bveiy time leas than a polsatioo of the anery 

' f • Is equal in itt peiiod and value to six thousand years. 

i For in thb period the poet's work as iooe, and all the greal 

Events of time start forth and are concaved in such a ptriod, 
Withb a moment: a pulsataoo of the artery. 



'r 

; ^ * / Sfacs. 

.'^ / 

\ \ Eveiy ^paca larger than a red globule of man's blood 

Is visionary, and b created by the hammer of Los. 

And every space smaller than a globule of man's blood opens 

Into eternity, of which the vegetable earth is but a shadow. 



Thb Mokning So!fo or thb Bixot. 

Thb larfc sitting upon his earthy bed, just as the mora 
Appears, listens sOent, then springing Irom the waving 

field. 
Loud he leads the choir of Day: thriU I thriU I thriU! 
Mounting upon the wings of light into the great ezpaoae. 
Reaching against the lovely blue and shining heavenly skies ; 
His little throat labours with inspiration ; every leather 
On throat and breast and wings vibrates with the eflli 

divine. 
All Nature listens silent to hiss, and the awful sua 
Stands still upon the mountain looking on the little Uid 
With eyes of soft humility, and wonder, love, and awe. 
Then loud from their green oovert all the birds begin their song 
The thnnh, the Ifamec and the goldfinch, robin, and the 
■I from his aweet reverie on the 
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TMS ICOKNIMO SCBNT OT 

Thoo pocMvcst th« flowoTi pitt forth tiidr pradoos odooia. 
And DOM can t«U bow Iroa ao small a ctntrt eooM ndi 
Foificdiig that wichia that oeatra Blaraity aspaDdt 
Its tvadariqg doofs, that Og and Aaak fitroalj gnaid. 
Vint art the BBorniog bnaka, Joy opaat b Iha flow«nr hoaoau, 
Joy «v«n to laanb which tha aia ifaii« driaa : fiist tha wild 

thyma. 
And rocadowtwaat, downy, and aoft wairii^ aaoof tha laadi. 
Light springing oa tha ab land tha twaat daaca ; thaywaha 
Tha hootysudda sl a ap i ng oo tha oak, tha Saanting haanty 
Ravels along upon tha wind ; tha wfaita^honi lovaly May 
Opens har many lovalycyai; Ustaaing, tha iota still slaepa, 
Nona daia to wahahar ; aooa sha hott her nlBanaii iiiiaJnaJ 

had. 
And oomas forth b tha fli^iasty of baaoty. Bvsiyiowar 

TheJooquUi tha mild lily opens her heavens ; ovary traa 
And flower and herb soon fill tha air with an liimimsfslils 

Yet aU in order, awaet and lovely. Men are sa^ with Lo««. 
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ON HIS PICTURE OF THE CANTERBURY 

PILGRIMS. t 



Thb tune choMn b early moning befei* nariae, vhea lh« Jolly 
compeny are leaving the Tabarde Ian. Tlie Kni^ and 
Squire with the Squire*! yoenan lead the PlooiidQa ; oast foOoar 
the youthful Abbesf , her nun, and three priests ;— her greyhoonda 
attend her— 

Of unall hounds had she, that she feed 
With roast fle^, milk, and wastel bread 

Next follow the Friar and Monk, and then the Tapiser, the 
Pardoner, and the Sompnour and Manciple. After this 'Our 
Host/ who occupies the centre of the cavalcade, and directs them 
to the Knight, as the penon who would be likely to commence their 
task of each telling a tale in their order. After the Host follows 
the Shipman, the Haberdasher, the Dyer, the Franklin, the 
Physician, the Ploughman, the Lavryer, the Poor Parson, the 
Merchant, the Wife of Bath, the Miller, the Cook, the Oxfofd 
Scholar, Chancer himself; and the Reeve oomes as Chaucer has 
described t— 

* And ever he rode hindenaost of the root.' 

These last are issuing from the gateway of the Inn ; the Cook 
and tl^ Wife of Bath are both uking their morning's dnmght of 
comfort. Spectators stand at the gateway of the laa, aad art 
contposed of an old Man, a Woman, and a Child. 
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Hm Ltndioape b ao Mstwiid tUv of Um country flfom tlio 
Tabordo Idd, b Soathwark, u it may b« suppoMd to havt 
appeared b Chancer'! tbie ; fat eiipeii ed with cottages and 
vilbgcs. The first bcami of the ran are Men above the horiaoo; 
some buildbgt and epiret bdicate the poeitioo of the Great 
City. The Inn is a Gothic boildaog which Thynne b his 
Glossary says was the lodging of the Abbot of Hyde by 
Winchester. On the Inn is inscribed its title, and a proper 
advantage is taken of this drcnmstanoe to describe the rabjea 
of the picture. The words written over the gateway of the Inn 
are as follows :— 

'The Tabarde Inn, by Henry Baillte, the lodgynge house 
for Pngrias who Journey to St. Thooias' Shrine at Canterbury.' 
The characten of Chaucer's Pilgrims are the characters which 
compose all ages and nations. As one age lalls another rises 
different to mortal sight, but to immortals only the same ; for 
' we see the same characten repeated agab and again, b 

[ * animals, vegetables, mberals, and b men. Nothing new 

^ * occurs In klentical existence ; accident ever varies. Substance 

can never mffer change or decay. 
\\ Of Chaucer^s characters as described b hb Canterbury Tales 

BOOM of the names or titles are altered by time, but the 
^ characters themselves ever remab unaltered; and 

; consequently they are the physiognomies or lineaments of 

wiivenal human life beyond whidi Nature never |teps. Names 
alter: things never alter. I have known multitudes of those 
wlio would have been monks b the age of ssonkery, and who b 
thb dcitrical age are deists. As Newtoo numbered the stars, 
and as Linneus has numbered the plants, so Chaucer numbered 
the cliisfft of men. 

The painter has conse<tnently varied the heads and fonas of 
hb pewonages into all Naturs's varieties. Tho horses he has 
also varied to accord to their riders; the costume b coneet 
according to authentic monwnents. 

TIm Knight and the Squira mkl the Squills Yeoman bad the 

prooenloa, aa Chancer has also placed them fint bhb prologue. 

TIm Kaiipit ba true hero, a good, great, and edse man; hb 

whoblength portrait on hoTMfaack aa written by Chaucer 

be surpassed. He haa spent lifo b the field, has ever 

', and b that spedoB of chanoer which beweiy 
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•g* rtukU u Um gurdian of BUI agiiail iIm ofipwHCi Hit 
JOB b UIm him, with Um gwa of ptriuips fiwtv pcrfodoa still, 
M h« bloods litomtors and tho arts wldi his wariPn atadiss. 
Thoir drsss and thoLr honos ars of tho fint nto, withott 
os fnf s ti o n , and with all tho troo grandow that raaflootod 
siaipUcity whoa in high nuik always Asplays. Iho Sfoirali 
Yoomaa Is also a grsat charactor, a aaa porfectly huowioc in 
hbprolbssioo: 

* And ID his hand ho bora a Mil^ bow/ 



Chsttoer describes horo a mighty maa ; ooo wfao^ la war, is tha 
worthy attendant on noblo hoioes. 
Tho Morott foUows those with her Icmalo chaplain ■ 

*' Another Nonno also with her had sho, 
That was her Chspelains^ and Priostos thrso.** 

This Lady is described also as of tho first rank, ridi and 
honoured. She has certain peculiaritaos and Uttlo doBcato 
affectations, not onbeooming in her, being aooompanied with 
whst is truly grand and really polite : her person and &oo 
Chaucer has described with minuteness ; it is very elegant, and 
was the beauty of our ancestors until after Eliabcth's tiaso, 
when voluptuousness and folly began to be accounted beautiftiL 

Her companion and her three priests were no doubt all 
perfectly delineated b those paru of Chaucer's work which ars 
now lost ; we ought to suppose them suiuble attendanu oo rank 
and fashion. 

The Monk follows these with the Friar. The painter has 
also grouped with these the Pardoner and the Sompnour and 
the Manciple, and has here also introduced one of the rich 
dtiiens of London ; characters likely to ride in company, all 
being above the common rank of life, or attendanu on those iriio 
wereso. 

For the Monk is described by Chaucer as a man of the fint 
rank in society, noble, rich, and expensively attended ; he b a 
leader of the age, with certain humorous accompaniments in 
his chkraaer that do not degrade, but render him an object of 
dignified miith,--but also with other accompaniments not ao 
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TIm FrUr b a chaiacccr of a mixed kind : 

* A Friar there was, a wantoQ and a meny ; 
botbUeofliceheitiaidtobea'laU tolemn man;' eloquent, 
amorous, witty, and satirical ; young, hand«ome, and rich ; he 
isaoomplete rogue, with constitutional gaiety enough 10 make him 
a master of all the pleasures in the world. 

** His neck white as the flour do lis, 
Thereto was he strong as a championn.** 

It is necessary here to speak of Chaocer^s own character that 
I may set certain mitraken critics right in their conception of 
the humour and fun that occur on the Journey. Chaacrr him* 
self is the great poetic obeerrer of men who in ewmy age is boca 
to recofd and eternise iu acts. This he docs as a master, as a 
father, and superior, who looks down on their little follies, from 
the Emperor to the MilW, swnrrimfs with severity, oAener with 
joke and sport. 

Accordingly Chancer has made his Monk a great Hmgediaa, 
one who studied poetical art. 8o much so that the generous 
Xflight is, in the fitmPMTfiWTt^ dictates of his souL compelled 
to cry out: 

••* Ho," quoth the Knyght,— "goodstr.nomorn of diis; 
That ye have said is right ynough I wii^ 
And mokell ssore ; for little heavinees 
Is right ynoogh for much folk, as I 
' I say. for me. it b a great disease. 

Whereas men have been b wealth and 
To hears of their sudden iUl.— alas I 
And the contrary is Joy, and soUs."' 

The Monk's definitioa of tragedy in the proem to his tale 
iiworth repeating : 

i| 'Trsgedieistotellacertainstoty. 

As old books us audnn aMOiory, 
i Of hem that stood in great prosperity. 

And (who) be follen out of high degree 
To miserie, and ended wrolch«Uy.' 

Thoughamanof lasury,pffide,and pleasure,heis aaastarofait 
and learning, though afliscting to despise it. Tboee who think 
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ICeak b int«Ml«d for a boftoa or a b ui ki qin 
kaow UtUt ofCluwew. 

Forth* Hott wlwfellowichisgroapiaadlMldttlMetoMor 
th* CAvaldd*, b a fini<fal« dumctar, aad bb johM am ao 
trUbt ; tiMy art alwayt,— whoosh attwid withaadaeity.aqiBany 
frM with the Lord aad iha FMiaat,— dioy am always nb- 
•taatblly ood wtightfly ai^naiivo of kaowbdt* aadoiporbaoo; 
Heiury Baillb, iha kotpar of tho gmttn Ina of tho gnafiMl 
City, for rach was thtTftboido laa b Soothwvk, ator Loadoo, 
*«ar Hott WM aboa bodtf of tho ofo. 

By way of iUastrotioa, I iattoaoo Shakiip«uVs WitdMt ia 
*Macbtth.* ThoMwbo dmathoaferthoMigocoeddtr tiboB 
01 wrttchod old woowa, aad aoi, at Shakotptan iatndod, tho 
OoddMataofDottiay. Thb ihowi how Ghaaoar hat b aa ninb 
aadarstood ia hb mbliiaa work. Shakamaara'h Fairba, abow 
am tho lalan of tho vtftlabb world, aad ae am ChMOK^ 
Ltt them bo ao aadarMood, aad thaa Iha pool wiU bo vadMHood, 
andaotaba. | 

But I havoooiittad to tpeakof a vary pmadnoat c h a racfar , 
tha Pardooar, tha Ac«*a Knava, who always c o mm a n d t aad 
domineen ovar tha high and low volfar. Thb oian b taot ia ^ 

avary aga for a rod and aooorga, and lor a bli^t, for a tiiai of 
BMn, to divida tha cbsaat of man. Ha b in tha most holy 
MUKtuary, and ha b sofiared by Provid«>oa, for wiaa aads» aad 
has aUo hift great osa and hU gnukd bading daatiny. 

HU companion, tha Sompnoui*, U also a Davil of tha first 

Bugnituda, grand, tarrific, rich ; and honoorad ia tha rank of 

which ha holds tha dastiny. Tha uses. to Sodaty are paihapa 

aqoal of tha Davil and tha AagaL Thab aablimity, who caa j 

di^wtoT 

* In danger had ha at hu oim giaa^ 

The yoong g^ of hU dioceaa. 

And ha knew wall their oounsal/ ftc 

.The principal figure in tha next group b tha Good Parson; an 
Apoatia, a real Mesaangar of Haavaa, aeni ia avary age ibr ita 
light and its wannth. Tha auui b baloved aad vanaratod by 
all, and neglected by alL Ha aenraa all, and b senrad by nooa. 
Ha*is, according to Christ's definition, tha greatest of hb ago, yet 
habaPoorPanooofatoam. Read Chaaoar's daacripcioa of 
tho Good PhTMja, aad how Iha head aad kaaa to HiA, Who la 
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«v«y ag* sends OS tadi • baroiag and • ihiiung light. Search, 

j ' ,, O ye ridi add powerful, tat these men, end obey their counsel ; 

• ! . . then shell the golden age return. But ales I you %rill not easOy 

<listingnish htm from the Friar or the Pkrdooer. They, also, 
f are ' full solemn men,' and Uuir counsel you will ooottnue to 

ibUow. 

I havo placed by his side the Sergeant at Lawa^ who appears 
delighted to ride in lus company, and between htm and his 
farothsr the Ploughman, as I wUh men of law would always 
V ride with them, and take their counsel, especially in all difficult 

points. Ch a u ce r 's Lawyer is a cha ra rt rr of great irenerableness, 
a Judge, a real master of the jurisprudence of lus age. 

Hm Doctor of Physic is in this group, and the Franklin, the 
^upcuoiu country geittleman, contrasted with the Physician, 
and oo his other hand, with two Qtixens of London. Chanoer's 
charactei* live age after age. Eveiyage is a Canterbury 
1 i Pilgrimage. We all pass on, each sustaining one or other of 

. these characters ; nor can a child be bom who is not one or other 
of these characters of Chaucer. The Doctor of Physic is de- 
scribed as the first of his profession s perfect, learned, completely 
Master and Doctor in his art. Thus the reader will obeerve 
that Chancer makes every one of his characters perfiect in his 
kind. Every one is an Antique Statue, the image of a class, not 
of an imperfect individual 

This group also would furnish substantial matter on whidi 
volumes a^ght be written. The Franklin is one who keeps open 
tables who is the genius of eating and drinking, like Ba c ch u s. 
As the Doctor of Physic is the iCaculapius, the Host is the 
Silenaa, the Squire is the Apollo, the Miller is the Hercules, &c 
Chaoosr^s characters are a dcecriptioo of the eternal principles 
that most in all ages. Hie Franklin is volupcuousness itself 
nobly portrayed.^ 

'It snewed in his house of BMat and drink.* 
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TIm Ploughman b simplicity itself with vrisdom tA 
strength lor Sm stsmina. Chaooer haa divided the aadent 
of Hercules between his MiUeraad his Ploughman, 
is the Ploughmen's great chararteristk. He Is 
thin with ssiissslvB kbour, and not with old age, as soae have 
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* H« would threuh, and tlMreco iSkt and dtlvc. 
For Chrucc*! Mike, for evwy poure wight, 



Withouten hire, if it lay in hb 

Vbiont of these eternal prindplet or duuactert of htunan Hie 
appear to poeu in all agea. The Grecian gods were theandem 
Chenihim of Phoenicia, hut the Greeks, and since thcai, tb« 
Moderns, have neglected to sahdtaa the gods of Priam. These 
gods are vi«oos of the eternal attributes or divine names, 
which, when erected into gods, booome destructive to humanity. 
They ought to be the servanu and not the masters of man or of 
society. They ought to be made to sacrifice to man, and not 
man compelled to sacrifice to them ; for when separated from 
man, or humanity, who b Jesus, the Saviour, the vine of 
eternity, they are thieves and rd>els ; they are destroyers. 

The Ploughman of Chancer is Hercules in his supremo 
eternal state, divided Iroa his spectrous shadow, which Is the 
Miller, a terrible fellow, sndi as existt in all times and placce 
for the trial of men, to aitonith every ncighbouriiood with 
brutal strength and courage, to get ridi abd p o werf ul, to 
curb the pride of man. 

The Reeve and the Mandple are two characters of consum- 
mate worldly wisdom. The Shipman, or Sailor, b a rimilar 
genius of Ulyssian art, but with the highest courage super- 
added. 

The Qtixens and their Cook are each leaders of a clans. 
Chaucer has been Komehow made to number four Gtiaens, 
which would make hit whole company, himself included, thirty- 
one. But he sayi there were but 'nine-and'twenty in hb 

company — 

' Full nine-and-twenty in a company.' 

The Webbe. or Weaver, and the Tapiser, or Tapestry Weaver, 

appear to me to be the same person, but this b only an opinion, 

for full ' nine-and- twenty ' may signify one more or less. But I 

daresay that Chaucer wrote, "A Webbe Dyer," that b a doth 

dyer— i 

• A Webbe Dyer, and aTapber.' ! 

The Merchant cannot be one of the three Qtisens, as hb 
dress b diflerent and hb character b more marked, whereas 
Chancer says of hb rich Gtisen— 

« AU weru y-dothod in o liverie.' 
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The duractcn oC woiMa Chaucer has dtvid«d into two 
danes. the Lady PrioreM and tha Wifaof Bath. Are not theaa 
I « leaden of the ages of oMn T The Lady Piioreas b some ages 

predoounates, and b some the Wife of Bath, b whose 
diaracter Chaucer has heen equally mbute and exact, because 
she is also a scourge and a blighL I shall say no moie of her, 
nor expose what Chaucer has left hidden. Let the young 
reader study what he haa said of her. It is useful as a scare- 
crow. There are such charaaers bom— too many for tha 
V peace of the world. 

I cone at length to the Qerk of Oxenford. This character 
:. i . vanes from that of Chaucer as the contemplative philoeopher 

varies from the poetical genius. There are always these two 

dassesof learned sages, the poetical and the philoeophicaL The 

painter has put them side by side, as if the youthful Clerk had 

I . put himself under the tuition of the mature poet. Let the 

I philosopher always be the servant and scholar of inspiration, 

. and all will be happy. 
, Soch are the characters that compose this pictore, which was 

' painted b nelf-defence against the insolent and envious imputa- 

tion of unfitness for finished and scientific art,— and this impota^ 
! tioo mou artfully and industriously endeavoured to be propa> 

gated among the public by ignorant hirelbgs. The painter 
eourts comparison with his competitors, who, having received 
I • fourteen hundred guineas and more from the profiu of kii 

t . deugns b that well-known work, De«gns for Blair's Crave, 

j ') have left him to shift for himself, while others, more obedient 

I . to an empbyer's opbions and directions, are employed at 

t I great expense to produce works b succession to his, by which 

they acquired public patronage. This has hitherto been his lot, 
t to get patronage for others and then to be left and neglected, 

and his work; which gained that patronage, cried down as 
eccentricity and madn em as unfinished and neglected by the 
artist's violent temper. He is sore the works new exhibited wiU 
give the 1m to such aspewiona. 
; t Those who say that men are led by intarsat are knaves. A 

knavish character will often say, ' Of what intesest is it to me to 
do— ao andsof* I aaewec, *0f none at alU bm thecontraiy, as 
yon wen know. It b of malioe and envy that yon have done 
ihia ihewforel am awain of yon» becaosa I know that yon ne^ 
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not from interest, bot from nUloa, twa to yoor own 
tioo.' It U therefor* beoot a duty which Mr. B. oww to fSbm 
Pablic, who hAve ftlwmyt rtoogniwd hia, and patronised hia* 
howvver hidden by artiftoet, that he ehoald not mftr andi 
things to be done, or be hindered firoai the public aahibition of 
hb finiihed production by any calnouiieft in ftttnre. 

The character and expreeeioa in thii pictnre ooold atvtr havt 
been produced writh Rnbem' light and shadow, or with 
Rembrandt's or anything Venetian or Flealih. The Vcnotiao 
and Flemish practice is broken lines, broken mstsrt, and broksn 
colours. Mr. B.'s practice is unbroken lines, unbroksn maaes, 
and unbroken colours. Their art is to loea fiana. His art is 
to find form and keep it. His arts are opposite to tbairs in all 
thinipk 

As there is a cbus of men whoee sob deUght is in the destnio* 
tion of men, so there is a class of artists whose whole art and 
ftdence is frabricated for this purpose of destroying art. Who 
these are is soon known. 'By their works ye shall know thea.' 
All who endeavour to raise up a style against Raphael, Michael 
Angclo, and the Antique, those who separsu Fainting firoa 
Drawing, who look if a picture is well drawn, and, if it is, 
immediately cry out that it cannot be well coloured those are 
the men. j 

But to show the stupidity of this daa of aen, nothing need 
be done but to examine my rival's p ro sp ect u s. - 

The five first characters in Chaucer, the Knight and the I 

Squire be has put among his rabble, and indeed his p ro spe c tu s j 

calls the. Squire the. *fop of Chaucer's ago.' Noer hear 
Chaucer: 

* Of his stature he was of oven length. 
And wonderly deliver, and of great strength. 
And he had been some time in Chivauchy, 
In Flanders, in Artois, and in Picardy, 
And borne him well, as of so latale space.' 

Was this a fop 7 

* Well could he sit a horM, and iaire ridSf 
. He could songs make, eke well indi^ m 

Joust, and eke dance, portray, and well write. 

Was this a fop? 
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* ! ' Cartas Im WM, and medc and tervioMbl*, 

And kerft befora hk CMkr aft Um tabl«.' 

■ r' ; WasthbafopT 

,1 ' 



It is Um tanM with all his charactan. Ha had dona all hy 
dianoe, or perhaps his fortune— mooey, money I Accordinf to 
has pro s pectus he has three Monks. These he cannot find in 
I * ChMwer, who has onlyone Monk« and that, no vulgar duractcr, 

^ « as he has endeavoured to make him. When men cannot read 

they should not pretend lo paint. To be sure. Chancer is a 

' <,' little difficult to him who has only blundered over novels and 

*|; catch-penny trifles of booksellen, yet a little pains ought lo be 

taken even by the ignorant and week. He has put the Reeve, 
* i: a vulgar icllow, between his Knight and Squire, as if he was 

resolved to go ooauary to everything in Chaucer, who says of the 



And ever he rode Undermost of the rout.' 



In thb manner he has Jumbled his dumb dollies together, and b 

praised by his equab for it, for both himself and hb friend are 

j 'l .. equally masters of Chaoccr^s language. They both think that 

the Wife of Bath b a young, beautiful, blooming damsel, and 

H says, that she b the* Fair Wife of Bath,' and that* the 

Spring appears in her cheeks.* Now hear what 
her say of herself— who b no m odes t one : 



*But Lord when it remembreth me 
Upon my youth and on my Jdlcity, 



It ticklcth me about the hearte-roott 
Unto thb day it doth my heaite boot 
That I have had my world as b my time, 
But age, alas, that an trill envenime. 
Hath me bereft my beauty and my pith. 
X^gol Farewell I The Devil go therewitht 
The floor b gone ; there b no more to tell, 
The bran, as bea I can, I now mote sen. 
And yet to he right merry I wDl food 
' Vow forth, 10 tall about my fourth 



ShekashadfevhMhaadt;afltnl^forihbpaiBMK. Y«t 



PROSE FRAGMENTS. 223 

tht puBCtr ought 10 b« wy modi offended with hb firioid 

H , who has adkd hb *a oomawo wmm,' and 'very 

ordinary ionns,' which is tho tnicst pan of all, fcr it is M. and 
wry wrttchedly so jnd— d. What OMrit can th«« bo in a 
pictnro of which sodi words art spoken with truth? 

But the pro s pec t us says that the paintsr has represented 
Chancer himself as a knave who thrusts himidf SBMOg honest 
people to make game of and laugh at them ; though I must do 
justice to the painter and say that he has made him look mors 
like a fool than a knavu. But it appears b all the writings 
of Chaucer, and particularly in his Canterbury Talcs, that he was 
very devout, and paid respect to true enthusiastic super s tition. 
He has laughed at his loiaves and fools, as I do now, but he 
has respected his True Pilgrims, who are a minority of his 
oompany, and are not thrown together in the random manner 
that Mr. S— has done. Chancer has nowhere called the 
Ploughman oM, worn out with *age and labour,*as the p ro spe c tu s 
has represented htm, and says that the picture has done so too. 
He is worn down with labour, but not with age. How ipots of 
brown and yellow smeared about at random can be either young 
or old I cannot see. It may be an old man; it may be a young 
nun ; it maybe anything that a prospectus pleases. But I know 
that where there are no lineaments there can be no character. 
And what oonn<Nsseurs call touch, I know by expe rien c e 
must be the destruction of all charsftfT and expressioo as it is 
of every lineaments 

The scene of Mr. S 's picture is by Dulwich Hills, which 

was not the way to Canterbury, but perhaps the painter thought 
he would give them a ride round about' because they were a 
burlesque set of scarecrows not worth any man's reqpea or 
care. 

But the painter's thoughts being always upon goU, he has 
introduced a character ijaax Chaucer has not, namely, a 
Goldsmith, for so the prospectus tells us. Why he introduced a 
Goldsmith, and what is the wit, the prospectus does not osplain. 
But it takes care to mention the reserve and modesty of tho 
pointer. This makes a good epigram cooo^ : 

'The fox, the mole, the beetle, and the hat 
By sweet reserve and modesty get fax,* 
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But tbe praspectiit tcUt as that tht painter has btraducad a 
*Sca*Captaia.* Chauoar has a Ship-oian, a Sailor, a trading 
Master of a vessel, caUed by ooortesy Captain, as every master 
of a boat is ;bot this does not make him a Sea-Captain. Chancer 
has purposely omitted such a penonage, as it only exists la 
oertain periods : it u the soldier by sea. He who would bea 
soldier in inland nations isasea<aptain in oommerdal nations. 

All is misconceived, and its mis-execution is equal to its 
misconception. I have no objection to Rubens and Rembrandt 
being employed, or even to their living b a palace. But it 
shall not be at the expense of Raphael and Michael Aageb 
fiving m a cottage, and b contempt and derision. I have been 
scorned long enough by these fellows, who owe me all that they 
have. It shall be so no longer. 

* I found them bibd : I taught them how to see ; 
And now they know neither themselves nor i 



loBirrmr. 

In eternity oat thing never changes bto another thing. Eadi 
identity b eteniaL Consequently Apuleins* GoUen Ass and 
Ovid's MctamorphoMs, and otheis of the like kind are iable ; 
yet they oontab vision b a sublime degree, bebg derived firom 
leal vision b more ancient writbgs. Lot's wife bebg dianged 
*bto a pillar of salt alludes to the mortal body being made a 
permanent statue, but not dianged or transformed bto aaothsr 
Uentity, while it retains its own individuality. A man csa 
never become ass or horse. Some are bom with shapes of bmb 
who are both. But eternal identity is one thing, and corporeal 
vegetation is another thing. Changing water bto wine by 
Jesus and bto blood by Moses relates to vegetable nature aba 
The nature of visionary lancy or imagination is very littb 
known, and the eternal nature and permanence of itt evtr* 
existent images is considered lem pitrmanent than the things of 
vegetable and generMive nature. Yet the oak dies as well as 
the lettuce, but its eternal image or individuality never dies, but 
jenews by its seed. Just so the imsgfaarive image returns by 
the seed of contemplative thought. The writings of the Prophets 
iUnstmie these conceptions of tht visiooafy fimcy, by their 
sublime and divine ima«a as aaaa b the worid of 



pxosE raAaams. 
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of future. 
AH thins* 9ct% eonprdHodad Is 
dhrint body oftho SaTioar, tht tiM 
faMflnatioo, Wkoappcand losM m 
Hk Saints, andtbrowB^offikc 
boombUihod, AiwirflUBon 
•fooordiaic toa 






Irtho 

tkeficfycbmotorbit 
tbo«sbt,-jr k« cmM oDicr iDto Nook's nidbov, 
friead and coapoBMB of ooe of tbcn OBsccs of 
always entreat him to leara aioftal thiafs (as bs masckaow), 
tbca wookl b« ansa from tba'cra^ tbea woold ba maet tba 
Lord m tbc air, aad tbca ba vooUl b« bappy. Gcacnl kaov- 
ledge b reiaocc knowledge. It b ia partknlars that wisdom 
consists aad bappiacss toa Both ia art and ia Itib, gcacxml 
insties are as moch art as a past^MOid ouui is human Evay 
BUB has eyes, nose, aad nooth. This every idiot kaow&. Bat 
be who enters into aad disoriauaates wooA auaatcly the 
manners and intentions, the characters in all their biaacbes, is 
the aloiM wise or f«'*ni>?4'f aua, aad on this iJitfrim******^** all 
art is foviodcd. * I eatrcat, thea, that the spectator wiU attend 
to the baods and feet, to the linrammts of the cooatenaaoa. 
They are all descriptive of character, and aoi a line is dmwa 
witboot intention, and that most dlscriaunate and partiadar. 
As poetry admiu not a letter that is insignificant, so paiatiac 
admits not a graia of saad or a blade of pa* inrignific a iH — 
> lem aa iasignificaat bhir or BMric. 



Tub Natusb of a 

A LAST Judgmeat is aeosssar: 

wis* rokniBd are 



JiTDCMSirr. 
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It is the sanM with individualt m with natioos. Woria of 
art can only be produoed in perfecdoa where the man it either 
in affluence or above the care of it. Poverty is the fool'i rod 
which at last is tamed on has own back. That is a Last Judg- 
ment when men of real arc fovcm and pretenderi lalL Some 
people, and not a lew artists, have asserted that the painter of 
this picture would not have done so well if he had been property 
• onoooraged. Ia/L theee who think so reflect on the stau of 
nations under poverty and their incapability of art. Thoughart 
is above either, tlie argument is better for affluence than poverty, 
and though he would not have been a greater artist, he would 
have produoed greater works of art in proportion to his meant. 
A Lait Judgment is not for the purpoM of making bad men 
better, hot of hindering them firom oppressing the good. 
All life consists of theee two, throwing off error and knaves 
^ from our company oootinttally, and receiving truth, or wise men, 
into our company continually. He who is out' at the duudi 
• and o p poses it is no lew an agent of religion than he who is in 
it. No man can embrace true art until he has explored and 
cast out lalse art, sudi is the nature of mortal things, or he wiU 
be himself cast out by those wh» have already embraced true 
art. Thus my picture is a history of art and adenoe, the loon* 
dationofsodety, which is humanity itselC What are the gifts 
of the spirit but mental giftsT When any individual rejects 
error and eflsbraoes tnith, a Last Judgment panes opoa that 
iadividnaL 

\ , Wkt Mm nrrsB Hbavbn. 



Mm art admittnd into heaven not because they have curbed 
and governed their passions, or have no passions, but because 
they have cultivated their understandings. The treasures of 
heaven are not negations of restinn. but realities of intellect, 
from whidi tho passions emsnare, unc u rbed in their eternal 

holy. Ho lin sM is not tha price of en tr anc e in t o heaven. Thoee 
who are cast out are all those wbo^ having no passions of their 
own, becaase no intellect, have «peat their lives in curbing and 
governing other people's by tha various arts of poverty and 
cruelty afaOkwdSk The amden chaivh cradflea Christ with 
tha head dawawavda. Wae^ was^ waa ta yaa hypocriiei I 
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LiAMiniic wimoux Imacik atiok. 

Tms mbjact^an «3cperiaMot pictui*— is ukn from ihm yvAotm 
of KnuiniMtl Swcdcnborf. Tb« Inroad who ttriiro to Moead 
inco bcawn by mean* of fearaing appear to childrea laka dead 
bocaaa when repelled by the cehntial ^berea. Hm wocfca of 
this viatooary are well worthy the attmtioB .of paintcn and 
poets ; they are fottndatioaa for crand thiosi. The reason thcjr 
have not been more attended to ta, becaose co i'p o i 'r al demons 
have gained a predomiuanoe. Who the leaders of theae art will 
be shown below. Unworthy men, who gain fiune among men, 
conthne to govern mankind after death, and In their ipiritnal 
bodies oppose the spirits of those who worthily are frmoos, and 
as Swe d en b or g observes, shut tho doon of mind and of thought 
by pfafirg leaning above ianiratioo* 

FOBM AND SUBSTAKCB AIB OmB. 

Kg man can improve an original invention ; nor can an original 
Invention exist without execution organised, drlineatod, and 
articuUted, cither by Cod or man. I do not mean smoothed up, 
and niggled, and poco-peo*d, and all the beauties paled out, 
blurred, and blotted, but drawn with a finn and decided hand 
at once, like Michael Angelo, Shakespeare, and Milton. I have 
heard many people say, * Give me the ideas, it is no matter 
what words you put them bto,* and othen say, * Give me the 
design, it is no matter for the execution.' These people knew 
enough of artifice, but nothing of art. Ideas cannot be given 
but in their minutely appropriate words, nor can a design be 
made without iu minutely appropriate execution. 

Good and Evil. 

Many persons, such as Paine and Voltaire, with some of the 
ancient Greeks, say—* We will not converse concerning good 
and evil : we will live in paradise and liberty.* Yoo may do 
so in spirit, but not in the mortal body as you pretend, untal 
after a Lau Judgment. For in paradise they have no corporeal 
and, mortal body. TkMt originated wHh the ftOl and was called 
Death, and cannot be removed but by a Last Judgments While 
we are in the world of mortality we must suffer. The e^ole 
Oeation groans to be deUvered. 

Q2 
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The Clbakniss of Vmoir. 

Tub Propb«u dtscriba what tbcy nw ta vUioa m real 
and axisting men, whom they law with their imaginativa and 
immortal organs ; the Apoetles tha tama ; the dearer tha organ, 
the more distinct the object. A spirit and a vision are not, as 
Cha modem philosophy supposes, a doody vapour, or a nothing : 
they are organlnd and minutely articulated beyond all that the 
mortal and perishing nature can produce. Ha who does not 
imagina in stronger and better lineaments, and in stroogar and 
batter light, than his perishing mortal eye can saa, does not 
imagina at aU. Tha painter of this work asserts that all hia 
ifluginations appear to him infinitely more perfect and more 
minutely organised than anything saan by hia mortal aye. 
Qpirita art organised 



OirruNB nt Aar and Life. 

Tm great and golden rule of art, as wall as of life, is this :— That 
the more distinct, sharp, and wiry the bounding line, tha more 
perfect the work of art ; and the leu keen and sharp, tha greater 
is tha evidence of weak imitation, plagiarism, and bungling. 
Great bventors in all ages knew this. Protogenes and Apdles 
knew each other by this line. Raphael, and Michaal Angelo, 
and Albert Durer are known by this, and this alona. Tha want 
of this determinate and bounding form evidences tha id«a of 
want in tha artist'smind, and the pretence of plagiary hi all its 
brancheiL How do wa distinguish tha oak from the b ee ch , tha 
horse from the oac, but by tha bounding outlinaT How do we 
distinguish one face or oouatananca from another, but by the 
bounding line and its Jnfinita infUftions and awvemantat What 
is it that builds a house and plaata a garden bat tha dafinita 
and determiaateT What is it that distinguishes hooesty from 
knavery bat tha hard and wiry line of rectitada and oertainty 
in tha actiona and jatentionat Leava oat this lina, and you 
laava out life itaaif ; all is chaoa afain, md the line of tha 
Afaa%hty mast ba diaani oat opoa it brfw a maa « 
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The Tsnt or Kmowlsdgs amo or X4FSi 

Tmoombatt of food andtvfl it«ttiiicof tht IVwof 
Mfi. Th« combatt of tmch and tnor is ottinc of tht Ttm 
of Life. TlMte art aahrwial and partfeakr. Each wt 
pcnonifiad. Hmts baocan tnorbothasa flumfBriisacaot; 
ihac is, it b a auuL Tlitrtb not a troth but it has also a smb. 
Good andtvtl artqaaUtlas in every aao, whether a good or 
eWlmaa. These are enemies, and destroy ooe another by owy 
■i**>^i»* in tlMir ooiwer. whethsff of deceit or onan violenok Tha 
X>eist and the Christian are bat the rssnks of these op p o sia f 
Natures. Many aie Dettts who^ under certain dr rnmilsno B ^ 
would haire been Chiiitians in ontward appsa ra nc e ; Voltaira 
was one of this number. Hewasasbtolerantaa aninqoisitei; 
Mannen make the man, not habits. Itis tho same in heart. 
'Bytheir fniittys shall know them.' Iheknavewho iscoo- 
vened to Deism, and the knave who is oonvettod to Christianityv 
is still a knave. Bothehiauelf wiUnotknowit, thouchevnyw 
body else does. Christ comes, as He came at iirtt, to deliver 
those who are bound under the knave, not to deliver the knave. 
He comes to deliver Man the Accused, not Satan the Accuser. 
We do not find anywhere that Saun is accoied of sin. He b 
only ac c use d of nnbeUef, and thereby of dmwing man into dn 
that he may accuse him. Such b the last Judgment; m 
deliverance firom Satan's accusation. Satan thinJcs that sin b 
displeasing to God. He ought to know that nothing b di^ 

pleasing to God but oabelicf, and eating of the tne of kaowbdgo 
of good and eviL 



THERE IS NO NATURAL REUGION.-L 
TtaB Voice of One caviNO w tkb Wildi 

ThE Abcumemt. 

At the true method of knowledge b experiment, the troo 
faculty of knowing mast be the bcaltywhi^experienocs. Thb 
frcnlty I trsat oC 

PnnapLB FiEST. 

That the poetic geaivs b the true man, and that the body er 
ottwudlbmof maabderivwlfromthepoetkgsniaa. Ub»> 
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9 

wiM thit c)m Ibna of all things an derived firom diair gcnhiti 
which by tht ancitDtt wai called an angal and ipirit and 



PtINaPLB SlCONO. 

As all mtn are alike in oalward fonn, so (and with the 
infinite variety) an are alike in the poetic geains. 

PuNariA Tmioi. 

No num can think, write, or speak from his heait, but he 
■nst intend truth. Thus all sects of philosophy are from the' 
poetic fenins, adapted to the weaknesses of every individoaL 

PaiMaPLB FOOKTK. 

As none hy tiaTelliqg over known lands can find ont the 
■nknown, so fi«m already acquired knowledge man could not 
acquire mora : thertfore a universal poetic genius edstsu 

PaiNaPLi Fimc 

The religions of all nations ars derived firom each nation's 
dificrent reception of the poetic genius, which b evsrywhere 
called the spirit of prophecy. 

PaiMapLB Simc 

The Jewish and Christian Testaments ars an original 
derivation firom the poetic genius. This b necessary fitom the 
confined nature of bodily sensatioiu 

PaiNaPLS SlVBHTS. 

As an men aiu alike (though infinitely variousX so att 
luBgiwis, and as an similars have one source. 
The true man is the souroe, he being the poetic genius, 



THERE IS NO NATURAL RXUGION.-U. 
Turn AncvMBirr. 
Mam has no notion of flsoral fitn sm but from education. 
MatanJIy, he is only a natursl organ subject to sense. 

L 
Man's perceptions are noc b ounded by organs of p ew spd on, 
he pei ce i vs a mors than senee (though 
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aai 



IL 

MM that it lhan U vbai «« know 

IIL 

IVom a poccpiioii at otStf thiM 
MM oodd d«diict« limrtli or fifth 

IV. 

Noot oodd hair* othtr thaa natnnl 
ha had MO* but otsaak ; 



ahMdy kMVB, b MC tha 



V. 

ICaa'tdesirMart limitad hf hit parotptioM ; mm cm dcMia 
what ha has oot pcrocivad. 

VL 

The desires and ptrceptiont of Bum ontanght hy anything boC 
organs of sens* mut ba limitad to olt)octa of I 



Thardbia Cod baconaa as wa are, that wa may ba as Ha is. 



Man cannot natoimUy ptroeivti but through his natural or 
bodily organs. 

Man, by Us reasoning power, can only ooopaia and jndg* of 
what he has already perceived. 



NOTES, 



•*W«I^M=U 



NOTES. 

Tit PtiHaU Skettkn. P»e« i.— TIm Ofi^aal aditioa has 
tht foOowiog prdaoe :— 

* ADVERTISEMENT. 

*TIm foOowioflf Sketches wera the pioductioa of ontBtorad 
yoath, commenced in hit twelfth, and occasiooally resumed hf 
Che euthor till his twentieth year ; since which time, his takats 
ha^^ns heen wholly directed to the aftainmenf of ejEceUence ia 
his profession, he has been deprived of the letsnre requisite to 
such a revisal of these sheets as might have rendered them leas 
unfit to meet the public eye. 

* Conscious of the irregularities and defecu found on almost 
every page, his friends have still believed that they possessed a 
poetical originality which merited some respite from oblivion. 
These opinions remain, however, to be sow re-pro\'ed or con- 
firmed by a less partial public' 

Mr. Dante Rossetti endeavoured to make some, at any rate, 
of the corrections which Blake could not— or, one is inrlinrd to 
suipect, would not— make, and made a number of mrtrical 
emendations in the selection of the 'Sketches* given in 
GDchrist's * Life and Works of WUliam Blake.' He made these 
with admirable judgment, but when they were made, the 
poems, taken as a whole, were well nigh as izregular as at the 
outset. 

There seems no logical position between leaidng the poems 
as they are, with all their slips of rhythm, and making 
alterations of a very sweeping nature, whidi would be out of 
plaoe in a working text like the present. The present editor 
has accordingly simply reprinted Blake's own text, not even 
retaining the very small number of emendations made by Mr. 
W. M. RossettL He has, however, to economias space, lef^ oat 
Mveral poems altogether, holding them mere boyish cxpen- 
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widi hen and thtrt mom liiM or paang* of bitalj. 
Tho potms left out an 'Fair Elenor/ 'Gvii^ Kiaf of 
Nonray/ 'Prologoo Co Edward tho Fourth,' and fev pvoM 
pooBtcaUid'nrolocao to Kiaf John,' *Th« Couch of Doath,' 
' Cootamplatio^' and *Samion,' mpectivaly. 'A War Soof,' 
*thoa|^ acam worthy of a plaoa in tha bodj of tha bool^ 

A WAR SONG: 

TO BMGUSmiBlf. 

Prspari^ prtpara tha iroo hala of war, 
. Bring forth tha lot% call in tha apadoutoth; 
Tha Attfal of Fautumt them with oughtyhaDdi^ . 
And catts tham out vpoo tha darlcanad earth I 

Prepare, prepare I 

Prepare your Ikarta for Death'eoold hand I prepara 
Your aools for flicht, your bodiee for tha earth I 
Prepare your arau for glorious victory I 
Prepare your ayes to meet a holy God I 

Prepare, prepare! 

WhoeafotalecroUisthatt Methinki 'tit nine t 
Why einka aqr heart, why foltereth my tongue t 
Had I three Uvei^ I'd die in each a caoe^ 
And riea, with ghoiia, ovar tha weI14bnght iald. 

il 



Hm anowa of Alad^ty God are drawn 1 
Angels of Death ttand in tha lowering heavaa t 
Thooaaads of soub mart seek tha reahns of UgMv 
And walk togathar OB tha douds of heavan 1 

I 



SoldSan, pnpara t OvcBneelsHeavan'si 
Soldaen, prepare t Ba worthy of on 
Ptapare to amec onr fothan in Che sky : 
Pkiparsb O troops that are to foil t»day 1 

it 
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Tk« Nonua WDUaai tad thi kuaad Chikf 
And Uoo-HMit, and Uack-bravid Edvaid with 
Hb loyal qoMB, shdl ffiit, and wtkoBM M I 

1 • 



*Samtoo' b mm at Ita bttt In Uda dfaacdon to DaBlali: 
'Go oOf ifir oahrew; do thy gaikfol vwk; era onct again 
tha dianging moon her drcidt hath pw fo fw d , iboa ihalt 0f««r> 
and conqoar him by fafot naoonqnanbla, and wmt hb 
froBi him* Call thina allarim arta and hoMSt'OMndnC 
brow, tha holy Iduof lova and tha tnaMparant ttar ; pat on fab 
linen that with the lily vbi. pwpb and diver; oegbct thy hab, 
to seem mora lovely in thy looia attbt ; pat on thy ooontry** 
pride deceit : and eyes of lova decked in nUld aonwr ; and 
mU thy lord for gold.' 

TAg S0iii$ 0/ Itmseemct mmd Esptritrnte* Fei ea 47 to 15.* 
Messrs. Dante and William Roseetti, in the second voIubm d 
Gilchrist's Life of Blake, and in the Aldine edition of the poems 
respectively, have made several granuaatieal and metrical emen- 
dations. The original text u hera restored. 'The Nnne'a 
Song ' and ' The Little Boy Lost * ara to be found imbedded 
in that curious prose narrative, * The Island of the Moon,* in 
slightly dificrent form from that in ^The Songs of Innocence ;' 
and *Tbe Qoud and the Pebble,* *The Garden of Love,' *Tbo 
Poison Tree/ * In&nt Sorrow,' * Earth's Answer,' * London,* 

* The Uly.' * NuTM's Song,' * The Tiger,' 'The Human Image,' 
*The Sick Rose/ *The Uttle Vagabond/ *Holy Thursday/ 

* The Angel,* * The Fly,* and a part of ' The ChinuMy^weeper,' 
from the * Songs of Experience/ ara to be found in a moio 
or less different shape in a note*book usually ^oken of by 
Blake's biographers and editocs as * the MS. >ook.' 

'The Songs of Innocence * wera btterly bound together by 
Bbke under the title of 'The Songs of Innocence and 
Experience, showing the Two Contrary States of the Human 
SouL' 'the MS. book' gives the following verMs with the 
note that they ara a 'motto for tha Songs of I nn oom ce and 
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. ' TIm Good an attncted by men*! peroepcknt, 
AjmI think not for Uiemselvct, 
Till Eitperienct teaches them to catch 
And to caga tha Fairies and Elves. 

'AjmI then tha Knave begins to snarl. 

And tha Hypocriu to howl ; 
And all his good friends show their privata end. 

And tha Eagle is known from tha OwL' 



Strange lines that are dear enough to the student of Blake's 
philosophy ; but at most a perspicttoos gloom to the rest of man- 
kind. The excision of * his* from the hst line but one irookl 
• make them a little more intelligible. The third and fourth lines 
^ should be compared with '* Opportunity,** page laow 

TA£ Tiggr, Page 74.— Tha MS. book contain^ tha follow- 
ing fint draft for * The Tiger.' The editor has restored, where 
' Deoemary for the sense, occasional words which were crossed 
/ ' . Mit by Blake. The poem will be found exactly as te is in the 

MS. book with the crossed out words in italics, and seversl 
altemative readings, at page 9a, vol iiL» of ' Tha Works of 
Wmiam Blaka.* He is at present nMrcIy anxious to give it fai 
tha fons p l ea tantett for the eye and tha memory withooi tha 
I of italics and alternative readings. 



THE TIGER. 

Tiger, Tiger, bumiag bright 
la the forestt of the night. 
What iomiortal hand or eye 
Dare firaase thy fearful symmetry? 

In what distant deeps or skies 
Burned tha fire within thine eyest 
On what wings dared he aspirsf 
What the hand dared seise the fire t 



And what s hou l der and what art 
Could twist tha sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat. 
What diund kaad and what diund foot 



• . I 
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Coold fich it fton thi fanact dttf^ 
And in thy bomM lOt diM I 
In thi win of tnagnint * 



In what 6mf and in wlMt 
Wcra thiat tyw of ftoy nllid 



Wbcra tht iMauMr, vhora tho 
In what Ibranot wu tkj bnJat 
What tho anvil t vfant dvM 
Darad thy doadly tonron daipt 

Tlftr, Tlftr, bominf bri^ 
la the IbfMU of tho night. 
What inunortal lumd or oyo 
Dart fraiM thj fearfiil lymiaali |t 

TboTB b also an interetting variant noon thia oonpkt* 

• Did Ho tmOe HU worlc to MO, 
Did Ho who made tho lamb mako thoa?' 

fai which * bngh * it tubstitutod for * nulo.' 

Mr. Gilchritt and Mr. Rottetti gtvoa vcnion lUghtly difrorcnc 
from tho ooo foond by Mr. Elllt and tho prttont oditor in tho 
MS. book, and claim for it alto MS. authority. 

Whoa Blakoalttrtdandoopiodoatthopocmfbrongravinf ho 
akoetthor omattod tho nnfinithod fourth vorto, and forgot Cl» 
itakotholattUnoof thothirdacooiplctottntonot. Mr. D.G. 
Rottttti did thit for him by inbttitoting *lbraod' for 'and;* 
hot MaUdn, who probably had BlaWt anthority, princa 
•Corgtd.' 

Tht Cmrdem ^ Lmre, Pago 76.->Mr. Rottctti intorta at 
tho boginnang of thit poem two vortoi, which art hert printod in 
*Tho I^tat of Good and Evil,' at a leparato poem called 
'Thittltt and Thorat.* Ho found them in tho MS. book, and 
Ibigot to notice the long lino whidi Blake had drawn todivida 
dNm from * Tho CaidM of Lovo ' which foUowod. 
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T%§ LiUU VmimioMd. Pfec* 7«^T1m MS. book gbw 
toUHid of Km 9 ' Such oMfe in lieavca ntvw do wtU,' 'TIm 
poor puMfit with wiad iOu * blown bbddtr fwiU.' 

Z o wrf iw i . Pag« 77^-"Compnr« with Um 'Uackningchndi' 
nad *auttKiage-bMn«,' in this poon, Um mo of tho mom !■»• 
* in thi following dccacfatd qontndn, from thi MS. book. It b 
adkd dMN 'An AnciMC Piovtrbi' 

Romovo nway that WnrVming duiidi» 
Romovo nway that marriagc-boantt 
Rcmovo nwaj Ihnt nuui of blood, 
Yooni qoito roBovo that andont 



Jilfimi Ssrrm, Pi«t 79.— Tbo MS. book oontimMt Ihfo 
ofbOowi:— 



When I law that laga was vain, 
Ajm! to folk would nothing gain ; 
I Turning many a trick and wik, 



I t i.a»»» f «> nKKht and imilii± 

tl 



And I toothod day after day, ~ ~ ' 
TiU opon tb« ground I by ; 
And I imibd night aftar night, 
Soaking only for daiight. 

And I law bafort ma ihino 
Qaston of tha wandering vino ; 
And many a lovely flower and tree 
Stietched their bloMooBs out to mtb 

My bther, then, with holy book, CP bok) 
In hb hands a holy book, 
Pkouou nc ed coneaoo my head. 
And bound me in a myrtb ihada. 



SolMnotehfw end hb gore 
Stained the roots my myitb bore ; 
But the time of youdi b fled. 
And piy hnia are 00 my 



»->*- 
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A CrmdU S^^f. P^c* l«.-TUi wm mttr fadadad hf 
Bbk« in an/ tagrmvtd •dttiaa of' TteSoogi of Eiqpwkoei,' 
bat it b AD dyviooi pndaat to *AOa4kSoiiff*ia*T>MSonfi 
of I nn oc e no.' TIm oditor Moovdingly feOowt ICr. RiiMirfi 
and Mr. Gikkrat ia priaiii« it bora ftoa tho US. book. 

TiramJk. Pago 14.— la tiyawd *Sen^' tho woidft *tobo 
imiMdatpiritaalbody'afo writtMiat thoondoftbt 

TAt Vtict^iMt AmiimiBmnL Pi«t •$.— TUt 
bithcito bom priatod attbo ond of ' Tbo Soa^K of laaoooaco.' 
Tbe odator, how«««r, foUowt a copy of 'tbt Soagi' mU by 
MiB. Blalw aA«r BIak«*s death to a Mi; Sdvaidt, which waa 
probably tba hit cngFaved, in pladaf it at tba and of *lha 
SongB of Expcricaca,' when it foraw a aatand poadaat to 
*Th« voice of tbt bard, who present, pait, wbbA lotort aoc^* at 
the beginning. 

idtmi ^G^MttmdBviL Page 89.»Tha MS. book has opoa 
itt title-page the above inscription, whadi was possibly a first aad 
rejected attempt towards a title for the poeau aftermuds called 

* The Songs of Innocence and Experience/ but probably a first 
thought for a title of 'The Songs of Experience' alone, 

* experience * and eating the fruit of the Tree of the Knowledge 

of Good and Evil being one and the same in Blake's philoeophy. -• , / 

The first possibility is nude unlikely by the fact that the MS* ,r 

book contains none of * The Songs of Innocence,' whida therefore 

probably preceded it. If this be so, it must have been begun 

be t ween 1789 and 1794. He kept it by him well nighall his life, 

and jotted down in it a record of all nunner of wayward aaoods 

andfandes. The title * Ideas of Good and Evil' was probably 

soon forgotten, but, having at any rate his partial sanction, amy 

well serve us better than such unmeaning and uncomdy titles as 

* Later Poems * or * Miscellaneous Poems.* The editor follows the 
example of Gilchrist's book in including under the title poeaas 
fitaa other sources than the MS. book. The sourccsare liters, 

the engraved copy of 'The Gates of Paradise,' the newly \ 

discovered * Island of the Moon,' and what the author of the nolo 

00 page 8s of Gilchrist's second voluaae has called ' another saaall 

satograph collectioa of differsnt aaatter soaaewhat aaore iairiy 

espied' than the MS. book. This 'autograph oollectioo' has 

vaaiihed lor the present, having defied all the eflbrta of 

Mti SUis aad the prsseat writer to discovar it. It is to 
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b« hoped that it hat not vaidshcd for good and all, for 
the editor of the poeais in Gilchrist and the editor of the 
Aldioe edition have with a timidity which was periaape natoral 
in inirodudng for the iSrtt time an eccentric anthor whom the 
bulk of readers held to be mad, and whose meaning they them- 
selves but partially^ ttndeistood, permitted themselves far too 
mimerotts transpositions, alterations, and omissions in print- 
ing from still accessible sources. The editor of the Gilchrist text, 
in the case of this now inaccessible 'autograph collection * also, 
admiu to having found it * necessaiy ' to * omit, transpose, or 
combine,' that he might * lessen obscurity,' but claims to have 
done so (ar lea than in printing from the MS. book, and his 
principles were certainly adopted in the main by Mr. W. M. 
Rossctti in the Aldine edition. A comparison of the text given 
here of poems like *The Grey Monk,* and poemalike that which 
the pre lent writer has called * Spectre and Emanation,' with the 
text given in either Mr. Gikhrist's or Mr. Rossetti's bobk, will 
show how much has been sacrified in the battle with ' obscurit)*.' 
The student of Ulake's phikMophy knows well that what seems 
most obscure is usually roost characteristic, and grudges any 
clearness gained at the expense of his author's meaning. He finds 
it even harder to forgive those cases where Mr. Roesetti did not 
confine himself to the right he claimed to *omit, transpose, or 
combine,* but substituted, in the name of lucidity, words of 
his own for Blake's carefully selected words. These sub- 
stitutions are, however, few, and probably arose from bewilder- 
ment over the strangeness of the terms, com b in ed with 
the difficulty of leading the weUniigh illegible MS. Mr. 
Rossetti may well have reiiascd to believe his eyes when he 
came, in ' The Everlasting Gospel,' for instance, to * anti-Christ, 
creeping Jesus,* and have convinced himself that Blake meant 
to wriu' * anti-Christ, aping Jesus.* His sin was not so much 
editorial, for almost* any -ordinary editor would have made a 
mistake as human, b«t that sin, which he shares with a large 
portion of the human race, ofhaving no feeling for aqr>tical I 
Whatever be may have done iU in these mattete is mc 
balanced by the great service he has done Blake in other wayiL 
In the following selectioa, a few lyrics given in the Aldine or 
inMr. Sbepheid'sedUioa an eadnded and ochenindnded which 

haw not appeared in either of iheMboeka. The added lyrio 
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•re, *Thc Pilgrim/ 'A Song of Sorrow/ and 'Old Engliih Hot- 
plulity/ from 'Tb« Island of tho Moon.' Tli^ axduded poems 
are *U Fayette/ 'To Mrs. Butts,* *Seed Sowing/ 'Idolatry/ 
' Long John Brown and little Mary BcU,' * Song by an Old 
Shepherd/ and 'Song by a Shepherd,* and well nigh all 'the 
epigrams and satirical pieces on art and artists.' None of these 
poems, howsoever carious and hiogra4>hicaUy interesting they 
be, have poetical value anything like equal to the selections 
from 'The Prophetic Books,' made possible by leaving them 
out. In many cases Blake gave no title to his poems, and the 
editor has ventured more than once to differ from the titles 
chosen by Mr. W. M. Rossetti and to substitute titles of his 
own. He has never, however, done this except when the okl 
title seemed obviously misleading, oncharacteriscic, or ungainly. 

Blake's own text of ' The Ideas of Good and Evil ' has been 
restored in the present volume in every case where the original 
MS. is still accessible. The rest ora tions are not always to the 
ad vanuge of the poem, though in some cases they certainly are ; 
and it is possible that the editors of the future may prefer to 
make a few of those correaions which Blake would doubtless 
have made hod be re-copied for the press his rough first drafts, 
and to keep a mid*track between the much modified version of 
Ms&srs. Dante and William Rossetti and the present literal text. 

Au^ritx of Inttcctnce, Page 9a— See note to ' Proverbs.' 

To Mr, DutU, Page 93.— From a letter to Mr. Butu from 
Flcpbom. 

To Mrs, Flaxmatu Page 95.— From a letter to Flaxman 
from Felphom. 

Provtrht, Page 96.— This is one of the poems taken from 
that other * small autograph collection * mentioned in Gilchrist. 
Mr. Heme Shepherd gives in ' Blake's Poems and Songs of 
Innocence* (Pickering & Ghatto) a version different in the 
order of the verses, and in having several grammatical and one or 
two obvious metrical slips, not pu-esent in the version given by 
Mr. Dante Rossetti in Gjlchrist's book. Even if Mr. Shepherd 
gave the text with accuracy, it is impossible to say in the absence 
of the manuscript how far he read Bloke's ittUniiont correctly. 
The poem is a series of magnificent proverbs and epigrams, 
father than a poem with middle, beginning, and end, and Blaka 
is an likelihood set these proverbs and epigrams down in order 
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of oonpositioo, and not ia ovtkr of tbooght «ui iiali()ect. Tbo 
flumiacript was never correcitd for the praes, and may bavo been 
little more than a teries of notes to help his own memoij. Mr. 
D.* G. Roeiettl may therefore, in putting the lines in order of 
thought and sobject, have gone really nearer to Blake's own 
inten t i o n than Mr. Memo Shepherd in printing them in tbo 
order of the manuscript. One is the more ready to believe this, 
because the poemasananged by Mr. Roeictti was incomparably 
finer than Mr. Shepherd's venioo. The writer has, therslbre, 
adopted Mr. Rossetti's version. Mr. Rossetti has also left out 
several ooupleu given by Shepherd. Tho writer at first thought 
of restoring these, but 00 second thought prints them hen, aa 
they would assuredly nur with their clumsy rhythm and loose 
structurs the magnificent sweetness and pew«r of oaa of the 
gnatcsc of aU Blake's poems. 
Theoottplei— 

Every tear in every aye 

a babe in eternity*— 



wna coadanod as follows— 

' This is caught by females aright^ 
And retura'd to ia own delight.' 

n littk farther down came the lines*- 



' The babe that weeps the rod beneath, 
I Writes revenge in rsalma of death;' 



and towards the and of the poem— 

' To be in a passion you good may do» 
But no good if a passion is in yon.' 

In one matter, however, the editor has differed both from the 
vorsioo of Mr. Heme Shepherd and Mr. Gikhrist. He is 
oatirsly convinced that the title 'Auguries of Innoccnco* refors 
only to the first four lines of this version. Bbke was saost 
oxact in the use of terms, and would never have called either 
*The harlot's cry fimn the street,' or *The whore and gamblsr 
by the state Boneed,* or *Tha questioner who Hts so sly,* or 
* The wanton boy who IdQs the fiy,* or well nigh any of the 
thjnp msntioned in this poem, * Auguries of \ 



NOTES, 245 



Bt iB^^poB Um ocImt haadvliold that 'Ibboommss* or Uw 
of yovcliftd pootic iiyiciiiBtioB vm boos oclMr thon w 
ia* grmia of nad' tad *a h— . y ob in a wild 
NoitlMr Mr. RoMOi aor Mr. ShnilMvd bdkvad 
Bhko laato wor dt witk philtFtiTi rfiif i il nr i ciiifl w. bat Wold hiai a 
fBgao dnaBar carritd away hf hb imininttioo, aad mmcf ««B 
hava aov^ fhraa two tboogbts to aayihiag taoopt tho iansi- 
aaiiva cfaam of tbo titto. W« bava abaadj tmm hew Mr. 
W. M.RotMttitack«dooto*TboGaidcaof Lofva* two «■■» 
vhicbBlakthadcUariyBkarkadoffataMpaiatapocak lathb 
caM, too^ thtra was probably a liaa drawa bo t wata tba int 
qaattaia aadtborMt of tbo pooa^and ovm if tbtro wars ao^ 
tbt iatinvd ovidoaco b itidf coodaiba. Tbo aditor baa» 
tboalbra^ prfaitod tbo 'Aagarioi of lanoonoa' at a poom bgr 
batll^aadcaUodtbaliBMtbnsMpanuedfioaitbMB *no««b^' 
at tbat batitkuMd by Blaka ia *Tba Manriafa of Haavaa 
aadHaU'far ibortgaooiiciayiogBoftbakiBd. 

/a m HyrUi Skmdi, Paga X09.— Tba poom pdalad b tbo 
fiaal wiioa dicacn by Bbka, bat tba MSb book f*«*n»»M»f two 
otbtriFonioat whicb art Bot aaiattrastins. Iba fint iboald ba 
compared witb tba poem <|aotad in tba nototto * laliuit Sonov/ 
It b at IbUowt :— 

To a lovely myrtla bound, 
Blomoms abowering all around 

O bow weak and weary I 
Underneath my myrtle lie. 
Like to dung upon the ground. 
Underneath my myrtle bound. 

Why should I be bound to tbott 
O my lovely myrtle tree? 
Lova, free love, cannot be bound 
To any tree that grows on ground. 

• 

Oft my myrtle sighed in vain, 
To behold my heavy chain; 
Oft my father saw us sigh. 
And laughed at our simplicity. 



i 



246 . WILUAM BLAKE:, 

I ; So I tinbc« him, and hit ton 

* Suined tb* roots my myrtk bor« ; 

j ' Bottbo time of youth b fled, 

I - And ^rey bain an on my hand. 

Tbo Moood vtnaoo M :— 



TO MY MYRTLE. 

Why should I be bound to thoe, 
O my lovely myrtle trocf 
, Love, free love, camiot be bound 

To any tree that grows on ground, 
t . To a lovely myrtle bound, 

J Blossom showering all around, 

I Underneath my myrtle bound, 

) O how weak and weary I 
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Underneath my myrtle lie. 

There Is written beside these versions b pencil a stana, 
BOW almost Ilkgible, of which the foUovriog wocds can be mada 



toseeming « • • 
• • • • refined 
To everything but interest blind. 
And • • • fetters evoy mind. 
And forges fetters of the mind. 



We give this fragment because it was the origin of a 

inteipolated in Gilchrist's book ia the middle of the poem I 

can * Freedom and Captivity.* It was no doubt mors legible 

I . . than at pruent when Mr. D. C. Rossftti copied te out, and the 

woid that looks more like 'seeming' may perhaps ha rsally 
'secrecy.' His reading, too, of the lineSi whkh are now qoiu 
Hbgibla, is probably to be trusted. His version is aalbllowt>- 



.' Deceit le secrecy inclined 
Moves, lawful, cou rt eous and rsfiaed, 
' To everything but interest bCad/ 

) And fagea fcttem for the 

J 

I 

I 
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7X# 7W Tkfmi, Pi^ 104.— TUt poem, which bgivcnno 
thk hyBhk«, is aaitd*lC«nMB,* and banch edited in Mr. 
W. M. RonrnTs •ditioo. It b hen fhrwi «sactly m ia 
thiMS-book. 

TkiTmfKimdtifRiekeM, Pfega i^*Th« MS. book gives 
BOtitW. 

7!lr(rhyJV«Ki(. Pageio9.*This poem WBsorigiiuny intended, 
M tho MS. book ibowt, to have been the btter half of a poem 
of fourteen itaaat,wl^ch began with the Una, *Itawamookof 
Cottttantinc' Blake changed this iSrit fine into* I saw a monk of 
Gharicmagne,* made a few other alterations here and there, and 
divided the poem into two parts. To the fint half of four stanms 
he added three stanzas, and printed it in the prefiMe to fSba^. wL 
of 'Jerusalem* (see page soiX The second half he left without 
change or addition. The arrangement of the verms in the 
Aldine edition is quite arbitrary. Mr. Romstti has made the 
second stann in Blake's MS. the third in hb ircrsion, and the 
third the fourth, and the fourth the fifth, and the fifth the 
seventh, and the seventh the ninth, and left out Blake's own 
ninth stanxa altogether. He has also imported a stana from 
* The Monk of Charlemagne/ and made it the second stania. 
Mr. Rossetti made no secret of his transposition and suppression, 
so that no great blame atuches to him in this matter. He had 
to introduce Blake to an unwilling generation, and thought it 
best to lop off many an obtrusive knot and branch. 

T/k4 EverlasttHg Gm^L Page xxa— Mr. Rossetti has by a 
slip of the pen claimed to give this poem *in full* (see Aldine 
edition, page 144), a; \ has not only not dorte so, but has given 
passages out of the order intended by Blake, and printed words 
here and there which are not in Blake at all. The poem is iM>t 
given in full in the present book ; for it is not possible to do so 
without manyrepetitions, for Blake never made afinal text. The 
MS. book contains three different veruonsof a large portion of the 
poem, and it is not possible to keep wholly to any one of these 
without sacrificing many fine passages. Blake left, however, pretty 
clear directions for a great part of (he text-making, and these 
direaions were ignored by Mr. RoisettL The short fragment 
which begins the poem both in the present and in the Aldine text 
wss probably intended to be a private dedication apparently to 
Stothard,andnotapartofthepoemataII. The present editor 



\^i 



J 



248 



WILUAM BLAKE. 






follows Mr. Rotaeui b loavlng oat two ttngataly lines al>oat tbo 
length of Stoduund's note «ui th« sliortncM of Bldco's (sm 
*Work» of William BUke,' vol il, pago 44X Had Blaka 
over printed tbo dedication he abo would doubdest have top- 
•preseed these linear The poem was intended by him 
to begin with the lines which open * Was Jesus humUe, or did 
He five any proofs of humility T' for he has written the title 
above them. Mr. Rossetti puts these lines almost at the very 
end. There are two other veruons of the first part of the poem, 
and passages are here added from one of these versions. There 
still remain two fragments, the one is mariced by Blake as 
containing ' 94 lines,' though later additions slightly increased 
iu length, and the other contains 48 lines, and is printed on a 
slip of paper at the end of the book. There is a mark at the foot 
cf the *94 line * firagment signifying that it is to folk>w the lines 
over which Blake had written the title. It begins, * Was Jesus 
. diasMv'and ends, ' For dust and clay b the serpent's meat. That 
never was meant for man to eaL* The 48 line fragment begins, 
' Was Jesus bom of a virgin pure,' and ends, * God's righteous 
law that lost itt prey.' There still remains a couplet, ' I am 
sure this Jesus will not do Either for Christian or for Jew.' 
Blake marks it to follow the ' 94 lines,* but this mark may have 
been made before the writing of the lines beginning * Was Jesus 
bom of a virgin pure,* for certainly iu pbce is at the end of alL 
There are also a few fragmentary lines hers and there of.«^Mse 
place- no indif^t**** is given. All the fragments aie given 
fepniately in *The Works of WUliam Bbke.' 

r# NskUmdf, Page xaow— Printed by Mr. Ross etti without 
Blajpa's quaiat title. In a later venioo Blake changed the laH 
line 10 * Gains females* loud appkuse.* 

CmpU. Pii«e tse.— The MS. book gives the foOowliv Mb 
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* Twas the Grseks* love of war 
Turned Cupid into a boy, 

And woman into a statue cfstoot : 
Away flew every Joy* 



read this as primarily 
lam caUiag it 



Pisge ss9.»Mr. Dante Rossetti 
love pocB, and was led by this ousiahc. 
Blake givM ao liikb ^ 
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' 80«em and Emaoatioa * b hb ttdmical expRMiQa fbr 
aad OMCioo, acdvt and pMWvt, matniKnt and ftwiinma, 
aad Ibtort, body and tool, and all tha oUmt dnads of hb 
ooavkatystam. Both Mr. Danta Cabtkt Ro miti ia Gfldttbt't 
life of Blaka, and Mr. W. M. Rovctti in tba Aldiaa, adopt an 
ananfaaant of tha ynrn^ not to be foond in tba MS. book. 

Tba vanta ia tba taxt aia tbota aombered by Bbht at part of 
ibapoom. Tb«raaro,bo««v«r,ocrtabotbariFtnta«biGh««i 
appafiBCly rtjcctad by bia. Ibcy aia aa foUowt >— 

O cr my tint tboa dott sit aad BMant 
Hast tboa no tins of tbina own t 
O'ar my sins tbott dost sit and watp^ 
And lull tby own sins fest aslecpi. 

• 

Wbat transgrciiioBS I oonmit 
Art for tby transgrtttion fit : 
They thy harloct, thou their tiave; 
And thy bed becomet their srava. 

Poor, pale, pitiable form 
That I follow in a ttorm 1 
Iron teara and groans of lead 
Bind around my aching head. 

Los tJU Terribli, Page i36.~Thit extract from a letter to 
Mr. Buits, dated November, i8os, and described as having been 
'composed above a twelve month ago, while walking firom 
Fclpham to Levant, to meet my sister/ has no title in tba 
ori^naL * Los the Terrible ' describes the subject of the po«n, 
which is Los in his malevolent rather than in his more usual 
benevolent aspect. 

Tirul. Page 147.— The style' of the poem, which resembles, 
mther that of ' The Mental Traveller' than the more vehement 
and broken style of the later prophetic poems, makes it clear 
that * Tiriel ' belongs to an earlier period than any other oCthe 
prophetic books. It u-as probably followed by * The Ghost of 
Abel 1 * Mr^ Rossetti says : * the handwritmg appears to me 10 
belong to no late period of his life. This character of handwriting 
pmvailt up to near the close of the poem. With the words 
Cm section 8X " I am Tiriel, King of tba West," a new and Ittt 
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precise kind of haadwridog begins ; dearly indicating, 1 think, 

that Blake, after an interval of 10010 years, took op the poem 

and finished it, perhaps in much more tommaiy fashion than he 

. . ' at firu intended.* The style of the later lines seems to the 

present writer to be mudi later than the style of the rest of 

' the poem. It is more directly mystical, more of a direct appeal 

from the soul of Blake to the soul of the reader, and moch more 

wholly dependent opoo mystical knowledge for its interest. 

The rest of the poem has a certain interest and meaning as a 

story, but this latter page b as purely mystical as * Eorope,' or 

•'America,* or 'JenualesB.* It is symbolical rather than 

•- allegorical. 

TktL Page 16s.— Thb poem was engraved in 1789. The 
* engraved copy begins 'The daughters of Mne Seraphim,* 

Bbke having apparently thought of writing 'The danghtenof 
Mnetha,* Mnetha being the name given in his syrtem to th« 
Mother of AIL The letteis 'Mne* aie scratched out in th* 
Bodleian copy, and it b possible thai Bbke got into the hafaU of 
reading 'Mne' vk Athe,* and of so giving the rhythm th* 
syllable it requires. * 

rA« lf«rrf«|fv ^ //'Am«M MMf /f«Al _ Page «66w---Thb poeos 
was engraved b 1790, and b a reply to the then recently 
transUted ' Heaven and Hell * of Swedenborg. 

Visiam ^f Uu DmmgkUrt •/ Aihim. Pfege 179.— TUs poem 

was engraved in 1793, and b not only one of the aaost beaaiilul« 

bat one of the most subtle and difficult of 'the prophetic books.* 

\ '* ' Akamim, Page 187.— Thb poem was engraved in 1795. There 

b a copy, the only one extant, of Blake's edition, in the library 
\ of Lord Houghton. 

K«/e. Page 196.— Thb poem was never engraved by Blake. 

It was probably written during the last three or* four yaam of 

^ the century. The manuscript was given by Blake to hb friend 

Unaell, the bndscapa painter, but at what date b not now 

' known. The extracts given are firon the aeoood and eighth 

books respectively. 

JtruMmUmu Page I98.'lt b dated ilo4» but Bkko WM 
probably at work upon it both before and after that date. 

MiUsm. Page oo7.-^Abo dated SI04, but like ' Jeruaakm.' 
probably not finbhed until a later date. It waa originally 
iBiended 10 run to twuhv book% but Bbke Mihed b Ib tw«. 
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NOTES, 251 

Om kit Future </ tkf Canterhiry Pilgrlmt. Paf« tij.— > 
From the Descriptive Catalogue %khich \»a% published in 1809. 

IJfHtily. Page 274. — From a number of <lt>ordercd notes in 
the MS. l*ook which teem to have been intended at an intro- 
duction to hi> description of his picture of * The Last Judgncnt.* 

Minute KHCwlfd^e. Page 335.— From BLnke's sequd to his 
de$4:ripti<.>n of the picture of * Tlte Last Judgment.* 

Thf Xature a/ a Lait Judgment, Page 925.— From lh« 
I same source with the last. 

j \\ hy Men inter Hemx-en. Page 226.— From the onic »oarc« 

with the last. 

Leamimg without ttti agination. Pa^e 227. — From tb« 
\ description, in the Descriptive (.\italugur, uf the picture of * A 

j Spirit vaulting from a Cloud.* 

• Fo9Kt aud Sulttance mte One. Paje 227. - Frcm the scraps 

of a * Public Address ' «hich are scattered aliout the MS. book, 
.-uid mhich were printed by Gilchrist in a somewhat arbitrary 
Older. 

Good and F.vil. Page 927. — From the sequel to his description 
of the picture of * The Last Judgment.' 
« The CUamess ^ Vision. Page 223.— From the description, 

in the Def^criptive Catalogue, of his picture * The Bard from 
Cray.' 

Outlim in Art and Life. Page 228.— From the description, 
in tlie DcM:ripti%'e Catalogue, of * Ruth— a Drawing.* 

The Tree qf Ccctt and Exril. Page 229. — From the sequel to 
his description of the picture of ' The I^^t Judgment.' It b 
omitted in Gilchrist perhaps because Blake himself drew n 
line through it. It was probably objected to by Blake simply 
because it added to the obscurity, without greatly helping tho 
argument, of his * sequel,' and nut because he disapproved of It 
in itself, f^ it states more shortly and explicitly than clsewbcro 
a fundamental conception of bis. 

There is no Natural Fe/igion, \, II. Page« 229, >30.-~Froni 
the engraved, bot undated, and illtastralod tractates. 

THE END. 
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QORRUWER WILL BE CHARGBmr 
AN OVERDUE FEE IFTHIS BOOK IS NOT 
RETURNED TO THK LIBRARY ON OR 

lli-.i-ORL THE LAST UATU iTAMPLD 
BELOW NON-RECEIPT Of OVERDUE 
NOTICES DOES NOT EXEMPT THE 
BORROWER FROM OVERDUE FEES, 



